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ADVERTISEMENT. 


this celebrated Play of Ben Jonſon, in 
omitting ſome man and Speeches, 
and in adding what was neceſſary for 


Connexion, and a whole Scene in the 


Fourth Act, will be excuſed; as the 
go Years had render'd 

umour too "obſolete to 
be hazarded in the Repreſentation at 
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EFFECT 
Ns 0 E, 


At the Revival of Every Man in his 


Humour. 


Spoken by Mr. GAR RICK. 


RITIC KS! your Favour is our Sai s Rig ht J 


The ell-knewn Scenes, we ſhall preſent to-night, 


2 no weak Efforts of a modern Pen, 

But the ftrong Touches of immortal Ben; 

A rough old Bard, whoſe honeft Pride diſdain'd 
Applauſe itſelf unleſs by Merit gain'd 
And cou d to-night your loudeſt Praiſe diſclaim, 
Shou'd his great Shade perceive the doubtful Fame, 
Not. to his Labours granted, but his Name. 

Boldly he wrote, and boldly told the Age, 

He dar'd not proſtitute the uſeful Stage, 

„Or purchaſe their Delight at ſuch a Rate, 

& As, for it, he himſelf muſt juſtly hate: 

& But rather begg d they wau'd be pleas'd to fee 

« From him, ſuch Plays, as other Plays ſbou d le: 


« Wou'd learn from him to ſcorn a metley Scene, 


% And leave their Monſters, to be pleas d with Men.” 


Thus ſpoke the Bard —And tho the Times are chang'd, © 

Since his free Muſe,” for Fools the City rang d; 

And Satire had not then appear'd in State, 

To laſb the finer Follies of the Great ; 

Yet let not Prejudice infect your Mind, 

Nor flight the Gold, becauſe not quite refin'd; 

With no falſe Niceneſs this Performance view, 

Nor damn for Low, whate'er is juſt and true: 

Sure to thoſe Scenes ſome Honour ſhou'd be paid, 

Which Cambden patronix d, and Shakeſpear play d: 

Nature was Nature then, and ſtill ſurwiwses; 

The Garb may alter, but the Subſtance lives. 

Lives in this Play—— where each may find _— 

His pictur'd Sel Then favour the Deceit 

Kindly forget the beaded Years betaveen; 

Fon old Britons, and £52 old Ben, 
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The Perſons of the Play. 


Kitely, a Merchant. Mr. Garrick. 

| Captain Bobadil. * Mr. Woodward. 
| Kno'well, ar old Gentleman. Mr. Berry. © 
| Ed. Kno'well, +is Son. | Myr. Roſs. 
Brain-worm, tbe Father's Man, Mr. Yates: 

* Tir. Stephen, à Country Gull. Zafter Vernon. 
| Downright, a plain Sguiree. Mr. Branſpy. 

| Well-bred, his half Brother. Mr. Palmer. 
Juice Clement, an old merry Magiſtrate. Mr. Taſwell. 
Roger Formal, his Clerk, - Mr. Coſtello. 
Dame Kitely. Atrs. Davies. 

| Mrs. Bridget, Sifter to Kitely. M/ Minors, | 
Mr. Matthew, the Town Gull. Mr. Vaughan. 
| Caſh, Kitely's Man. Mr. Blakes. 
Cob, a Water-bearer. > Mr. Mozeen. 
Tib, bis Wife. .. Croſs. 
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deri SCENE L 


S * 1 NE, 4 Cont nid before KNo'WELL's 
Heuſe. 


Hunt KW LI and BRAIN-WoRM. 


»„— . 


kx WELL.” 


KEY LIK GOODLY Day a} and a freſh Morn- 
= ing! Brain-worm, 
* A 4 Call 1 your young Maſter: bid him riſe, 
KERR Tel = 1 have ſome Buſineſs to emplay 
him. 
"ow! I will, Sir, preſently. Kio. But hear you, Sirrak, 
If he be” at his Book, diſturb him not. 
Bra. Well, Sir. (Exit. 
Niro. How: happy, yet, mould I eſteem myſelf 
Could I (by any Practice) wean the Boy 
From one vain courſe of Study, he affecis. 
He is a Scholar, if a Man may truſt 
The liberal Voice of Fame in her Report, 
Of good account, in both our Uniwerſities; 
Either of which hath favour'd him with Graces: 
But their Indulgence muſt not ſpring in me 
A fond Opinion, that he cannot err. ' 
My ſelf was once a Student; A and, indeed, 
| - 
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# +. Pur Min ir bis Hiowony: 


F FR with the ſelf-ſame Humour, he is now, 
Dreaming on nought but idle Poetry, „ 
That fruitleſs, and unprofitable Artt. — 
Good unto none, but leaſt to the Profeſſors, * 2 

Which, then, I thought the lilrefs of all ode? : 
But ſince Time, and the Truth have wak'd my 33 

And Reaſon taught me better to diſtinguiſh 
The vain from th' uſeful Learnings. 
Enter Maſter E 


Couùſin Stephen ! 

What:News. with you, that you are here ſo es 

K = Nothing, but e'en come to ſee how you do, 
1 : pe 

2 That's Edt) ace, you are „ Coz. 

Step. Ay, I know that, Sir, I would not ha' come clic, 
How do my Couſin Edward, Uncle? 

Kro. O, well, Coz, go. in and ſee: I doubt he be 
ſcarce ſtirring yet. 

Step. Uncle, - afore I go. in, can you tell me, an' he 
have e'er a Book of the Sciences 'of Hawking and Hunt- 
ing? I would fain borrow it. 

Ano. Why, 1 hope you will not a hawking now, will 
ven?! 7 :*: T3 

Step. No wuſſe; but I'll prakliſe againſt the next year, 
Uncle, I have bought me a Hawk, and a Hood, and 
Bells, and all; I lack nothing but a Book to keep it by. 

Hud. O, moſt ridiculos. 

Step. N. ay, look you now, you are angry, Unde : To 
why, you know, an' a Man have not Skill in the hawk- 
ing and hunting Languages now-a-days, I'll not give a. 
ruſh for him. They are more ſtudied than the Greek, or 
the Latin. He is for no Gallant's Company without 'em. 
And by Gad's-lid I ſcorn it, I, ſo I do, to be a Conſort 
for ev ery Hum. Drum, hang em Scroyls, there's nothin 
in 'em, i' the World. What do you talk on it? Becauſe 1 
dwell at Hag ſden, I ſhall keep company with none but the 
Archers of Finſbury? or the Citizens, that come a duck- 
ing to Mington Ponds? A fine Jeſt i' faith! Slid, a Gentle- 
man mun ſhow himſelf _ a Gentleman. Uncle, I. 
pray you be not angry, I hat I have to do, I 
trow, I am no Novice. 45 8 9 £0 5 * 8 
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Every Man in his Humour. 
uo. You are a prodigal abſurd Coxcomb: Go to. 
Nay never look at me, it's I that ſpeak. 
Take't as you will, Sir, . I'll not flatter you. 
Ha' you not yet found means enow, to waſte 
That, which your Friends have left you, but you muſt 
Go caſt away your Money on a Kite, 
And know not how to keep it, when you've done? 
O it's comely! this will make you a Gentleman! 
Well, Couſin, well! I ſee you are een paſt hope 
Of all Reclaim. Ay, ſo, now you're told on it, 
You look another way. Step. what would you ha' me do? 

HKuo. What would I have you do? T'll tell you, Kinſmang 
Learn to be wiſe, and practiſe how to thrive, g,, 
That would I have you do: and not to ſpend 
| Your Coin on every Bawble, that you fanſy, 
: Or every fooliſh Brain, that humours you. 
J would not have you to invade: each Place, 

Nor thruſt yourſelf on all Societies, 


Till Mens Affections, or your own Deſert, 
; Should worthily invite you to your Rank. 
He that is ſo reſpectleſs in his Courſes, © 
L Oft ſells his Reputation at cheap Market. 
: Nor would I, you ſhould melt away yourſelf 
2 In flaſhing Bravery, leſt while you affect 
1 To make a Blaze of Gentry to the World, 


A little Puff of Scorn extinguiſh it, 
And you be left, like an unſavory Snuff, 


: Whoſe Property 1s only to offend. 
— I'd ha' you ſober and contain yourſelf; 
a Not, that your Sail be bigger than your Boat: 
Jy But mod'rate your Expences now (at firſt). 
1 As you may keep the {ame Proportion ſtill, 
t Nor, ſtand ſo much on your Gentility. 
5 Which is an aery, and mere borrow'd thing, 
| Prom dead Mens Duſt, and Bones: and none of youre 
e Except you make, or hold it. Who comes here? 
< 200 Enter a Servant, 
| Sex, Save you, Gentlemen. 


e- x 

I. Step. Nay, we do not ſtand much on our Gentility, 

1 Friend; yet, you are welcome; and I aflure you, mine 
Uncle here 1s a. Man' of a Thouſand a Year, Middle- 


IP A 5 Sees 


10 N Man in «bis 8 


ſex Land: he has but one Son in all the World, I am bis 
next Heir (at the common Law) Maſter Stephen, as ſim -! 
ple as I ſtand here; if my Couſin die (as there's hope he 
will.) I have a Pere n 0˙ n own wo, Os] 
ard by here 
Serv. In good time, Sir. 
Step. In good time, Sir? why ? and in very good. 
time, Sir. Yo do not flout, Friend, do you? 
Serv. Not I, Sir. 
Step. Not you, Sir? you were not beſt, Sir; an' you 
ſhould, here be them can perceive it, and that quickly 
too: go to. And they can give it 2 ſoundly too, and 
need be. 


Serv. Why, Sir, let this ſatisfy you: good faith, I _ 


had no ſuch Inte . 

Step. Sir, an thought you had, I would talk with 
you, and that preſently. 

Seru. Good Maſter Stephen, ſo you may, "Be: at your | 

eaſure. 

Step. And 0 I RO Sir, good my ſaucy Companion! 
an' you were out o my Uncle's Ground, I can tell you; 
though I do not ſtand upon my Gentility neither in't. 

Kro. Confin! Couſin! will this ne'er be left? 

Step. Whorſon baſe Fellow? a mechanical ſerving-man ! 
By this Cudgal, and” twere not for ſhame, I would 

Nuo. What would you do, you PEFFam penny Gull? 

If you cannot be quiet, get you hence. 

You ſee, the honeſt Man demeans himſelf 
Modeſtly to'ards you, giving no Reply 

To your unſcaſon' d, quarrelling, rude, Faſhion : 
And ſtill you huff it, with a Kind of Carriage, 
As void of Wit, as of Humanity. . 

Go, get you in; fore Heaven, I am aſham d 
Thou haſt a Kinſman's Intereſt in me. Eau Sten 
Herd. pray you, Sir, is this Maſter Ns 'well's Houſe? 
Eso. Ves, marry, is it, Sir. | 

Sera, I ſhould enquire for a Gentleman here. one 
Maſter Edward Kno'awe!l: Do you know any ſuch, „Gir, 
I pray you? 

Ko. 7 ſhould "RET m vcIf elſe, Sir. 

Serv. Are you the Gentleman? cry you mercy, Sir: 


— *y 


| ks | 
Every Man in his Humour. 11 

f. was requir'd by a Gentleman i' the City, as I rede out 

at this end of the Town, to deliver you this Letter, Sir. 

Nuo. To me; Sir! [To his moſt ſelected Friend, Maſter 
Edward Kno'well.] What might the Gentleman' sN ame 
be, Sir, that ſent it? 

Serv. One Matter Well. bred, Sir. | 

Kno. Maſter Well-bred! A young Gentleman? Is he not? 

Serv. The ſame, Sir; Maſter Kitely married his Siſter 2 
the rich Merchant i' the Old Fewry,  — 

Nuo. You ſay very true. 1 Tak I 

Enter Brain-worm. 

Brain. Sir. 

Kro. Make this honeſt Friend drink here: pray you go 
in. [Exeunt Brain. and Servart. 
This Letter! is directed to my Son: 

Yet I am Edward Nuo ue l too, and may, 
With the ſafe Conſcience of Good-manners, uſe 
The Fellow's Error to my Satisfaction. 
Well, I will break it ope (old Men are curious) 
Be it but for the Stile's ſake, and the Phraſe, 
To ſee, if both do anſwer my Son's Praiſes, 
Who is, almoſt, grown the idolater | 
Of this young Well-bred: What have we here? What's 
this ? 
| 7. "9 A 

May, Ned, I beſeech thee; haſt thou forfavorn all thy 
Friends i the Old Jewry ? or daft thou think us all Jews that 
inhabit there? Leave thy 751 lant Father alone, to number 
ever his green Apricots, E vening and Morning, o the north- 
veſt M. itt: An ] had been his Fon, I had ſaw'd him the la- 
re long ſince ; if, taking in all the young Wenches that 
paſs by, at the l door, and coddling every Kernel of the 


Fruit for em, ewou'd ha jerv'd. But pn ythee, come over 8 


to me, quickly, this Morning: I have ſuch a Preſent for thee 
(our Turkey Company never ſent the like to the Grand 
Signior.) One is u Rimer, Sir, o your own Batch, your 
oun Leven; but doth think himſelf Poet- major o“ the Town; - 
willing to be ſpon, and worthy, to be ſeen. The other———{ 
ewill not venture his Deſcription with you till you come, becauſe 
J aveuld ha you make hither wvith an Appetite. If the. 
worſt of em be not worth your Journey, draw your Bill of 
B19 + Charges, 


12 Every Man in bis Humour. 

Charges, as unconſcionable as any Guild H all 7, erdict 01 

give it you, and you Hall be allow'd your Viaticum. 

From the Wind-mill. 

From the Bur dib, it might come as well; I { 

The Spittle: Is this the Man, 14 44 30 

My Son hath ſung ſo, for the happieſt Wit, 55 

The choiceft Brain, the times hath ſent us forth . 

I know not what he may be, in the Arts; 

_ what in Schools : but ſurely, for his Manners, 
w_ him a profane, and diſſolute Wretch: 

Wor by Profeſſion of ſuch great good Gifts, 

Being the Maſter of ſo looſe a Spirit. 

Why, what unallow'd Ruffian would have writ, 

In ſuch a ſcurrilous manner, to a Friend? 

Why ſhould he think, I tell my Apricots? 

Or play th' Heſperian Dragon with my Fruit, 

To watch it? Well, my Son, I'ad thought 

You'd had more Judgment, t'have made election 

Of your Companions, than t have ta'en on truſt 

Such petulant, geering Gameſters, that can ſpare 


No Argument, or Subject from their Jeſt. 


But I perceive, Affection makes a Fool 
Of any Man, too much the Father. ' Brain-worm, 
Enter Brain-worm. 
; EN Sir. f 
Kno: Ts the Fellow gone that brought this Letter, 
Brain. Yes, Sir, a pretty while ſince. | 
uo. And where's your young Maſter ? 
Brain. In his Chamber, Sir. | 
Kno. He ſpake not with the Fellow, did he? 2 
Brain. No, Sir, he ſaw him not uo) | 
Eno. Take you this Letter, ſeal it, and deliver i it my Son; 
But with no notice that I have open'd it, on your Life. 
Brain. O Lord, Sir, that were a Jeſt, indeed lo _ 
Nuo. I am refoly'd, I will not ſtop his oem ah þ 
Nor ꝓractiſe any violent means to ftay _ 
The unbridled Courſe of Youth in him: for chat, 
Reſtrain'd, grows more impatient; and, in kind, 1 i 
Like to the eager, but the generous Gray- Hound, 
Who. nc'er ſo little from his Game withheld, d, 
Turns head, and leaps up at his holder's Throat, a Ago 
ERS | There 
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Every Man in bis Humour. a 


There is a way af winning, more by Love, 

And urging of the Modeſty, than Fear: 
Force works on ſervile Natures; not the free. 
He, that's compell'd to Goodneſs, may be good; 
But, tis but for that Fit: where others drawn 

By Softneſs, and Example, get a habit. * 
Then, if they ſtray, but warn em: and, the ſ; ame 


— oe ry do, TS do for Shame. | 


S C E N E A Kno well's auch. 


32 Edw. Kno' well —d Brain-worm. 


K. B Did he open it, ſay'ſt thou? 7 
Brain. Ves, o' my Word, Sir, and read the Cee 
E. Kno. That's bad. What Countenance (pray thee) 
made he, 1 the reading of it? Was he angry, or pleas'd? 
Brain. Nay, Sir, I ſaw him not read it, nor open it, I 
aſfure your Worſhip. 
E. Kubo. No? how know'ft thou then, that 5 did eicher. 
Brain. Marry, Sir, becauſe he charg' d me, on my 
Life, to tell nobody, that he open'd it : which, unleſs 
he had done, he would never fear to have it reveal'd. 
E. Kno. That's true: Well, I thank thee, Brain-worm.. 
Enter Maſier Stephen. 
Step. Ol Brain-worm, didſt thou not ſee a Fellow here 
in a what-ſha'-call-him Doublet? he brought mine Uncle 


a Letter e'en now. 


Brain. Yes, Maſter Stephen, what of had? | 
Sep. O! Tha” fuch a mind to beat him—where is he? 


canſt thou tell? 


Brain. Faith, he; is not of that Mind: he is gone, 
Maſter Stephen. 
Step. Bone l which way ? when went he? hive long 
ſince? , vid 

Brain He is rid hence. He took horſe at the Street- door. 

Step. And I ſtay'd i' the Fields! Whorſon Scanderbeg 

1 O that I had but a Horſe to fetch him back again. 

Brain. W. hy, you may ha' my Maſter's Gelding, to 
ſave your Longing, Sir. 

"oy But I ha' no Boots, that's the — on't. 


4 Brain, 
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Dewey: Man in his Humour. 


Brain. Why, a fine Wiſp of Hay, roll'd hard, An 
Stephen. 
Step. No, faich, it's no boot to follow bing now; let 
him e'en go and hang. Pr'ythee, help to n me a 
little. He does ſo vex me—— #17 ul 
Brain. You'll be worſe vex'd, when * are trus'd, 
Maſter Stephen. Beſt keep unbraced, and walk yourſelf 
till you be cold, your Choler may founder. you elſe. 
Step. By my faith, and ſo I will, now thou tell'ſt me on t. 
How doſt thou like my Leg, Erain- worm? - 
Brain. A very good Leg, Maſter" Stephen; ; But the 
woollen Stocking does not commend it ſo well. 
Step. Foh, the Stockings be good enough, now Sum- 
mer is coming on, for the Duſt: I'll have a pair of filk 
againſt Winter, that I go to dwell 'the Town. I think 
my Leg would ſhew in a filk Hoſe. ' 
Brain. Believe me, Maſter e rarely well. | 
Step. In ſadneſs, I think it would; I havea reaſona- 
ble good Leg. : 
Brain. You have an excellent good Ley, Mafter Stephen, 
but I cannot ſtay to praiſe it longer now; 1 am very ſorry 
for't. [ Exit. 
| Step. Another time will ſerve, Brain-worm. CE: 
| for this. 
E. Kno. Ha, ha, ha! F | 
Step. Slid! I hope he laughs not at me, an' he do— 
E. Kno. Here was a Letter, indeed, to be intercepted: 
by a Man's Father! He cannot but think moſt virtuoully,, 
both of me and the Sender, ſure, that make the careful 
Coſter- monger of him in our Familiar Epiſtles, I wiſh I 
knew the end of it, which now is doubtful, and threatens» 
What! my wife Couſin! Nay, then III furniſh = 
our Feaſt with one Gull more tow'rd the Meſs. He writes. 
to me of a Brace, and here's one, that's three: O, for a 
fourth. Fortune if ever thoul't uſe thine Eyes, J in- 
treat thee— 
Step. O, now i ſee who he laugbt at. Ho laught at 
ſome body in-that Letter. By this good Light, and he! 
had laught at me— _ 
E. Kno. How now, Couſin Stephen, ches +761 
Step. Ves, a thought you had EO” at me, 
Couſin. E. Ko, 


. 


Every Man in bis Humour. 15 

E. Kno. Why, what an I had,. Coz, ,what would. 4555 
ha' done? | —_— 

* By this Light, I would ha told mine Hache. | 
Kno. Nay, if you would ha told PR n L 
did laugh at you, Con. 10 4 
Step. Did you, idea? 15 
E. Kne. Yes, indeed. 
5 Step. Why, then 5 5 AIG | 1 4 
E. Nuo. What then? F 

Step. J am ſatisfied, it is ſufficient. 

E. Kno. Why, be ſo, gentle Coz. And I pray you, 
Jet me intreat a Courteſy of you. I am ſent for, this 
Morning, by a Friend i“ the old Jeaory to come to him: 
It's but crofling over the Fields to More gate: Will you 
bear me Company? J proteſt, it is not to draw you into 
Bond, or any Plot zgainſt the State, Coz. 

Step. Sir, that's all one, and 'twere; you ſhall command 
me, twice ſo far as re-Gate to do you good, in ſuch a, 
matter. Do you think I would leave you? I proteſt— 

E. Nuo. No, no, you ſhall not proteſt, Coz. 

Step. By my fackins, but I will, by your leave; I 1 
proteſt more to my Friend, than Fl ſpeak of, at this time. 

E. Kno. You ſpeak very well, Coz. 

Step. Nay, not ſo neither, you ſhall pardon me: but 
I ſpeak to ſerve my turn. 

E. Kro. Your turn, Coz? Do you know, what you 
ſay? A Gentleman of your Sort, Parts, Carriage, and 
Eſtimation, to talk o' your turn i' this Company, and to 
me, alone, like a Waterbearer, at a Conduit! fie. A 
Wight, that (hitherto) his every Step hath left the ſtamp 
of a great Fost behind him, at every Word the ſavour of 
a ſtron Spirit! and he ! this Man! ſo grac'd, ſo gilded, 
or (as oF by fay) ſo 'tinf? yl'd by Nature Come, come, 
wrong not the quality of your deſert, with looking down- 
ward, Coz; but hold up your Head, ſo: and "Jet the 
Idea of what you are, be portray d iꝗ7 your Face, that 


Nen may read iꝗ7é your Phytiognomy : Here, auithin this 


Place, is to be ſeen the true, rare, and accompl; d Moenſler, 5 
or Miracle of Nature, which is all one. What think you 
of this, Coz ? 

Step. Why, T do think of it; ne I will be more proud, 
and melancholy, and Gentleman- like, than 1 have been: : 
Pll inſure you. E. 


* 
* . 


16 Every Man in his Humour. 
E. Nuo. Why, that's reſolute, Maſter Stephen ! Now, 
| if I can but hold him up to his height, as it is happily 


begun, it will do well for a Suburb-humour : we may hap 


have a match with the City, and play _ for yore 
Pound. Come, Coz. 


Step. I'll follow you. - 

E. Kno. Follow me? you muſt 90 before. 

Step. Nay, an' I muſt, I wall, Oy you, ſhew me, 
good Couſin. 4 [Exeunt, 


S C E N E IV. The Street before Cob's 
| Houſe, 


Futer Mr. Matthew. 


Mat. I think, this be the Houſe : What, hoa! 
Enter Cob from the Heuſe. . 
Cob. Who's there? O, Maſter Marthewo ! gi your Wor- 
ſhip good- morrow. 
Mat. What! Cob! how doſt thou, good Cob? doſt 
thou inhabit here, Cob ? 
Cob. Ay, Sir, I and my Lineage ha kept a poor Houſe 
here, in our days. 
Mat. Cob, canſt thou ſhew me of a Gentleman, one 
Captain Bobadil, where his Lodging is? 
Cob. ©, my Gueſt, Sir? you mean? 
Mat. Thy Gueſt! alas! ha, ha. 
Cob. Why do you laugh, Sir? Do you not mean Cap- 
tain Bobadil? 
Mat. Cob, pray thee, adviſe thyſelf well: do not 
wrong the Gentleman and thyſelf too. I dare be ſworn 
he ſcorns thy Houſe : he! he 0 1 in ſuch a baſe, obſcure 
place, as thy Houſe ! Tut, I know his Diſpoſition fo well, 
e would not he in thy Bed, if thou'ldſt grit him. 
Cob. I will not give it kit though, Sir. Maſs, I 
thought ſomewhat was in't, we could not get him to-bed, 
all night ! Well, Sir, though he lie not o' my Bed, he 
lies o my Bench: an't pleaſe you to go up, Sir, you 
Mall find him with two Cuſhions under his Head, and his 
Cloke wrapt about him, as though be had neither won nor 
loſt ; and yet (1 warrant) he ne'er caſt better in his life, 
than he has done, to-night. 3 
Mat. Why? was he drunk? 5 Cab. 
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Cob. Drunk, Sir? you hear not me ſay ſo. Perhaps, 
He ſwallow'd 2. Tavern-Token, or ſome ſuch Device, Sir: 
I have nothing to do withal. I deal with Water, and 
not with Wine. Gi' me my Bucket there, hoa. God 
b'w'you, Sir. It's fix o'clock: I ſhould ha” carried two 
Turns by this. What hoa? my Stopple? come. 

Mat. Lie in a Water-bearer's Houſe! A Gentleman 
of his havings! Well, I'll tell him my mind. 

Cob. What, 7 76, ſhew this Gentleman up to the 


Captain. -\T ib /rews Mr. Mat. into the Houſe. 
You ſhould ha? Game now would take this Mr. Matthew 


to be a Gentleman; at the leaſt. His Father's an honeſt 
Man, a worſhipful Fiſhmonger, and ſo forth; and now 
does he creep, and wriggle into acquaintance with all 
the brave Gallants about the Town, ſuch as my Gueſt 
is: O, my Gueſt is a fine Man! he does ſwear the legi- 
bleft, of any Man chriſtened : by St. George, —the F oot 
of Pharaoh. the Body of me, —as I am a Gentleman,. 
and a Soldier: ſuch dainty Oaths! and withal, he does 
take this ſame filthy roguith Tobacco, the fineſt, and clean- 
Left! it would do a Man good to ſee the Fume come 
forth at's Tonnels! Well, * owes me forty Shillings 
(my Wife lent him out of her. Purſe by Six-pence a time) 
beſides his Lodging: I would I had it. I ſhall ha'it he 
ſays, the next Ackion. Helter shelter, hang Sorrow, Care'll' 
kill a Cat, n all, de a Louſe for the N 
5 [ Exit. 


[SCENE v. A Room in ; Cob's Houſe. 


Bobadil diſcovered 950 a Bench. Tib enters to lim. 


Bob. Hoſteſs, Hoſteſs. 

76. Mhat ſay you, Sir 15 

Bob. A Cup o' thy Small- beer, ſweet Hoſteſs. | 

Tib. Sir, there's a Gentleman, below, would ſpeak 
with you. | 

Bob, A Contain ods ſo, I am not within. 

Tib. My Huſband told him you were, Sir. 

Bob. What a plague——what meant he? 

Mat. [within] Captain Bobadil? © . 

Bob. Who's there n away the Baſon, 1051 Hoſt- 


eſs) come up, Sir. 


7ib. He would defire you to come up, Sir, You come 
intg a cleanly Houſe here. Euter 


/ 
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Enter Mr. Matthew. 98 
Mar. Save you, Sir, Save you, Ceed. e e 


Bob. Gentle Maſter Matthew! is it You, 1777 Plenſa 


you, ſit down. 


Mat. Thank you, good Captain, you may ſee, 1 am 
ſomewhat audacious. 

Bob. Not ſo, Sir. I was requeſted to Supper, laſt Night, 
by a ſort of Gallants, where you were wiſh'd for, and 
rank to, I aſſure you. 

Mat. Vouchſafe me, by whom, od Captain: ef 40 

Bob. Marry, by young Well-bred, and others: Why, 
Hoſteſs, a Stool here for this Gentleman. | 

Mat. No haſte, Sir, tis very well. 


Bob. Body of me! It was ſo late ere we parted laſt Night, 17 
: I can ſcarce open my Eyes, yet; I was but new riſen, as 


you came, how paſſes the Day abroad, Sir? you can tell. 


Mat. Faith, ſome half hour to N now, truſt me, 


you have an exceeding fine nee Hens, very neat, 
and private! 


Bobo Ayr, Bars donn T pri you: Maſter Matthew 


(in any caſe) poſſeſs no Gentlemen of our e e 


with Notice of my Lodging. 

Mat. Who? I, Sir? no. | 

Bob. Not that I need to care who kinds. it, "for the 
7 Cabbin 3 is convenient, but in regard I would not be too 
popular, and generally viſited, as ſome are. 

. Mat. True, Captain, I conceive you. 

Bob. For, do you ſee, Sir, by the heart of Valour in 
me, (except it be to ſome peculiar and choice Spirits, 


to whom I. am extraordinarily engaß d, as yourſelf, be”: 


ſo) I could not extend thus far. 
Mat. O Lord, Sir, Ireſolveſo: [ Pulls out a Paper, e 
Bob. 1 confeſs, I love a' cleanly and quiet Privacy, 


above all the tumult and roar of Fortune. What new 


Piece ha' you there? Read it. 

Mat. reads. ] To thee, the pureſt Objed? to oy 8 enſe, 
The moſt refined Eſſence Heaven covers, 

Send I theſe Lines, wherein I do commence 
The happy State of Turtle-billing Lovers. 

. Bob. "Tis good, proceed, proceed. Where's this? 


the infancy of my Muſes ? But, when will x08 come and 


Mat. This, Sir? a Toy of mine own, in my nonage: 


ſee 


% 
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y Study ? Good faith, I can ſhew you ſome very 
things, I have done of late That Hat becomes 
Leg, paſſing well, Captain, methinks! 

5. So, ſo, it's the Faſhion Gentlemen now uſe. 

7. Troth, Captain, an' now you ſpeak o' the 
ion, Maſter Well. bred's elder Brother, and I, are 

out exceedingly : this other Day, I happen'd to enter 
ſome diſcourſe of a Hanger, which I aſſure you, both 

aſhion and Workmanſhip, was moſt peromptory- 
tiful, and Gentleman-like ! Yet he condemn'd, and 


] It down, for — moſt pied, and ridiculous that 
he ſaw. | 


. Squire Down-right, the Half-brother ? was t not? 7 


lat. Ay, Sir, George Dequn-right. 
50. Hang him, Rook, he! why, he has no more 
ment than a Malt- Horſe. By St. George, I wonder 


d loſe a Thought upon "af an Animal ; the moſt 


mptory abſurd Clown of Cbriſtendom, this Day, he 
lden. I proteſt to you, as I am a Gentleman and 


Þl!dier, I ne'er chang'd Words with his like. By 
Diſcourſe, he ſhould eat nothing but Hay. He was 


for the Manger, Pannier, or Pack-ſaddle! He has 


ſo much as a 5 Phraſe in his Belly, but all old Iron, 


ruſty Proverbs ! a good Commodity for lome Smitk 
nake Hob-nails of. 
at. Ay, and he thinks to carry it away wich his Man- 
d ſtill, where he comes. He brags he will gr me the 
nad. as I hear. | 
bob, How ! he the Baſtinado | how came he by that 


rd, trow ?” 


lat. Nay, indeed, he ſaid cudgel me; r term'd it ſo, 
my more Grape: 
Bob. That may be: For 1 was ſure, it was none of 


Word. But when? when ſaid he fo? 


at. Faith, yeſterday, they ſay: a young Gallant, a 
end of mine, told me ſo. 
50. By the Foot of Pharach, and twere my Caſe 
v, I ſhould ſend him a Challenge, preſently. The Baſt - 


lo! A moſt proper, and ſufficient Dependance, war- 


ted by the great Caranza. Come hither, you ſhall 
allenge him. I'll ſhew you a Trick or two, you ſhall 


| him with, at pleaſure : the firſt Stoccata, if you will, 
this Air. _ Mat. 


i 
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Mat. Indeed you have abſolute Knowled ige i the we 
tery, I have heard, Sir. he 
Bob. Of whom? of whom ha' you hoarGit, I beſeech Mr. 
Mat. Troth, I have heard it ſpoken of by divers, that al 
have very rare and un-in-one-breath-utter- able Skill Wl 7 1 
Bob. By Heaven, no, not I; no Skill i' the Ea 
ſome ſmall Rudiments i' the Science, as to know my ti. 
diſtance, or ſo. I have profeſt it more for Noble... 
and Gentlemen's uſe, than mine own Practice, I ah. 
you. [I'll give you a Leſſon. Look you, Sir. ExaltW; ! 
your Point above this ſtate, at any Hand; ſo, Sir. Cllich 
on: O, twine your Body more about, that you may b 
to a more ſweet comely gentleman- like guard. So, Na 
different. Hollow your Body more, Sir, thus. -Nuc 
ſtand faft o' your left Leg, note your diſtance, K fn 
your due proportion of time — Oh, you diſorder 51 
point moſt irregularly ! Come, put on your Cloke, . 
we'll go to ſome private place, where you are acquainj;t 
ſome Tavern, or ſo—and have a bit What Meif 
ney ha' you about you, Mr. Matthew ? N 
Mat. Faith, I ha' not paſt a two Shillings, or ſo. I 
Bob. Tis ſomewhat with the leaſt: but, come. Ma. 
will have a Bunch of Raddiſh, and Salt, to taſte + 
Wine; and a Pipe of Tobacco, to cloſe the orifice; 
the Stomach : and then we'll call upon young Well-brſy,., 
Perhaps we ſhall meet the Corydon, his Brother, ther, 
and put him to the ä Come . Mr. Ma, 
thew. | 1 N Id 


* : . 
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ACT IH. SCENE TN 
A Warehouſe belonging to Kitely, . 


Enter Kitely, Caſh, and Down. right. 


Kite. HOM AS, come hither, 
There lies a Note within, upon my Desk, 
Here take my Key: It is no matter, neither, 
Where is the Boy? | |: 
2 Within, Sir, i'the Warehaufs. | 
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je. Let him tell over, ſtraight, that Spani/ Gold, 


he Wl weigh it, with th' Pieces of Eight. Do you 
he Delivery of thoſe ſilver Stuffs | 
ch Mr. Lucar. Tell him, if he will, 

thatſpꝛall ha' the Grograns at the Rate I told him, 


I will meet him, on the Exchange, anon. 
7. Good, Sir. [Exit 
te. Do you ſee that F cllow, B Brother Down-righ 5 
„ab. I, what of him? 1 
. He is a Jewel, Brother,— 
k him of a Child, up, at my a | | 1 
chriſtned him, gave him my own name, Thomas, 
14) Þ bred him at the Hoſpital ; where proving 

So, ward Imp, I call'd him home, and taught him 
"N@uch, as TI have made him my 8 
„ kind him, in his place ſo full of Faith, 
er Y 1 durſt truſt my Life into his Hands. 
©, N. So would not I in any Baſtard's, Brother, 
1angit is like, he is: although I knew _ | 
it Melf his Father. But you ſafd you'd ſomewhat 
Jeell me, gentle Brother, what is't? what is 't? 
0. re. Faith, I am very loth to utter it, 
Waring it may hurt your Patience: 
te q that I know, your Judgment is of weng. 
lice inst the nearneſs of Affection - 
1-bf$cv. What need this Circumſtance ? Pray you be dies, 
te. I will not ſay. how much I do aſcribe _ 
Mp your Friendſhip ; nor, in what regard 
E eu your Love: but let my paſt Behaviour, 
Uſage of your Siſter, but confirm 
well I've been affected to your 
wv. You are too tedious, come to the matter, the matter. 
Le. Then, without further Ceremony, thus. 

Brother Well-bred, Sir, (I know not how) 

ate, is much declin'd in what he Was, 

greatly alter d in his Diſpoſition. 
en he came firſt to lodge here in my Houſe, 
r truſt me, if I were not proud of him: 
hought he bare himſelf in ſuch a Faſhion, 
ll of Man, and Sweetneſs in his Car*:zage, 
„what was chief, itſhew'd not borrowed in him, 
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Aal be did, became him as his own, 
V. 
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And ſeem'd as perfect, proper, and poſſeſt 
As Breath with Life, or Colour with the Blood. | 
But now his Courſe is fo irregular, 
So looſe, affected, and depriv'd of Grace, | 
And he himſelf withal ſo far fal'n of oo 
From that firſt place, as ſcarce no Note remains, | 
Jo tell Mens Judgments where he lately ſtood.” 
He's grown a Stranger to all due ReſpeR, . 
For getful of his Friends, and not content 
To ſtale himſelf in all Societies | 
| He makes my Houſe here common, as a Mart, F 
A Theatre, a public Receptacle, | Be Iv 
For giddy Humour, and diſeaſed Riot; 
And here (as in a Tavern, or a Stew) 
He, and his wild Aſſociates, ſpend their Hours, 
In repetition of laſcivious Jeſts, - -- 
Swear, leap, drink, dance, and revel Night by Ni 
Control my Servants : and indeed what not ? 
Dow *Sdains, I know not what J ſhould ſay to 
the whole World ! he values me at a crack'd Three 
things, for ought I ſee: It will never out o' the-Fleſht 
bred 1' the Bone! I have told him enough, one 
think, if that would ſerve. Well! he knows what to 
to, for George. Let him ſpend and ſpend, and Dom 
till his Heart ake; an' he think to be reliev'd by 
when he is got into one o' your City- pounds, the ( 
ters, he has the wrong Sow by the Ear, i'faith: and 
his Diſh at a Wrong-Man's Door. III lay my Ha 
my Half-penny, ere I part with't, to ferch him out 
aſſure him. 
Kite. Nay, good Brother, let it not trouble you, t 
Dow. Sdeath, he mads me, I could eat my 
Spar for anger! But, why are you fo t: 
why do not you ſpeak to him, and tell him how he 
quiets your Houſe? © 
Kite. O, there are divers Reaſdns to diſſuade, Brc 
But, would yourſelf vouchſafe to travail in it, 
(Though but with plain and eaſy Circumſtance) © | 
Tt wou uld, both come much better to his Senſe, 
And ſavoud leſs of Stomach, or of Paſſion. 
You are his elder Brother, and that Title 3-37 
Both gives, and warrants you Authorit ; 7 4 
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| Whereas, if I ſhould intimate the let 
It would but add Contempt to his Neglect, . 
Heap worſelon ill, mäke up a Pile of Hatred the 
That, in the rearing, would come tott” ring down,” 
And, in the Ruin, bury all our LU. N 
Nay, more than this, Brother; if I mould ſpeak L 
He would be ready from his heat of Humour, 
And over. flowing of the Vapour, in him, 03-9164 
To blow the EArs of his. Familiars 
With the falſe Breath, of telling, what eee | 
And low. Diſparagements I had put upon him. 
Wpzilſt they, Sir, to relieve him, in the Fable, 
Manke their looſe Comments upon ev'ry Word, 
Geſture, or Look, L uſe; mock me all over, 
And, out of their impetuous rioting Phant'ſies, 
> Beget ſome Slander, that ſnall dwell with me. 
And what would that be, think you? marry, this. 
| They would give out (becauſe my Wife is fair, 
0 18 Myſelf but lately married, and my Sifter 
rey Here ſojourning a Virgin in my Houſe) 
10S That I were jealous! nay, as ſure as Death, | - 
That they would ſay. And how that I had quarrell'd * 
My Brother purpoſely, thereby to find 
An apt pretext, to baniſh' them my Houſe. 
Dow. Maſs, perhaps ſo: They're like enough to doit. 
Kite. Brother, they would, believe it: ſo 5 1 
(Like one of theſe penurious Quack-falvers) ' 
But ſet the Bills up to' mine own Diſgrace, 7 
And try Experiments upon myſelf: WI 3 L744 
Lend Scorn and Envy, Opportunity © OE WE OR] 
To ſab my Reputation, and good Name — | 
Enter Matthew and Bobadil. 
Mat. I will ſpeak to him 
Bob. Speak to him? away, by che Foot of Pharaoh, 
you ſhall 155 you ſhall not do him _ Pew. 115 
Kite. What” $ the matter, Sirs? | 
Bob. The Time of ©Day, to you, Gendeman 0? * the 
I Houſe. Is Mr. Well. bred fiirring ? 
Dow. How then? what ſhould he do? | 
Bob. Gentleman of the Houſe, it is to you: Is he 
within, Sir? | 
Kite. He came: not; to ; his Lodging to-night, Sir, I 
aſſure you, : Dow, 
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Dow. Why, do you hear? vou: t 
Bob. The Gentleman- citizen hath) ash d whey! In 
talk to no Scavenger. [Eren Bob. and Matt, 
Dory: How, Scaven er? ſtay, Sir, 1 9 13 "I 58h L: 
Kite. Nay, Brother Down-riphte | 65G hh 1 bath 
Dow. Heart! ſtand you away, and you love me. 
Kite. You ſhall not follow him now, I pray you; Bro- 
ther, good faith you ſhall not: I will over-nile: you. 
Dow. Ha! Scavenger? well, go to, I ſay little: but 
by this good Day (God forgive me I:ſhould ſwear) if I 
put it up. ſo, ſay, I am the rankeſt Coward ever liv'd: 


_ *Sdains, and I fallow this, III ne'er draw my Sword 


in the ſight of Fleet-fireet again, while I live; Ill fit in 
a Barn, with en and catch Mice firſt. OP 
venger? 

Kite. Oh do, not fret yourſelf thus; never think on 1. 

Dow. Theſe are my Brother's Conſorts, theſe! theſe 
are his Comrades, his Walking-mates! he's a Gallant, 
a Cavaliero too, right Hangman cut! Let me not live, 
and I could not find in my Heart to ſwinge the whole 
Gang of 'em, one after another, and begin with him 
firſt. I am griev'd it ſhould be ſaid he is my Brother, 
and take theſe Courſes. Well, as he brews, ſo he ſhall 
drink, for Gearge, again. Yet, he ſhall hear on't, and 
that tightly too, an I live, i' faith. | | 

Kite. But, Brother, let your Reprehenſion, then, 


Run in an eaſy Current, not o'er-high | | \ 


Carried with Raſhneſs, or devouring Choler; 
But rather uſe the ſoft perſuading way, 
More winning, than enforcing the Conſent. _ 


Docu. Ay, ay, let me alone for that, I warrant you. > 


[Bell rings. 

| Kite. How now? oh, the Bell rings to breakfaſt, 
Brother, I pray you go in, and bear my Wife 
Company till I come; I'll but give order 
For ſome Diſpatch of Buſineſs do my Servants 
» Dow. I wll—Scavenger, Scavenger [Exit Dion 

Kite. Well, tho' my troubled Spirit's TRL _—_ 
It is not repos'd 3 in that Security | 
As I could wiſh: But, I muſt be content. 
Howe'er J ſet a face on't to the World, | 


Would I had loſt-this Finger, at a Venture, 
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$o Well-bred had ne er lodg'd within my Houſe. 5 is 
Why't cannot be, where there is ſuch Reſort in 
Of wanton Gallants, and young Revellers, 
That any Woman ſhould be honeſt long. 
Is't like, that factious Beauty will preſerve 
The public Weal of Chaſtity unſhaken, 
When ſuch ſtrong Motives muſter, and make head 
Againſt her ſingle Peace? no, no. Beware, 
When mutual Appetite doth meet to treat, 
And Spirits of one kind and quality, 
Come once to parly, in the pride of Blood; 
It is no ſlow Conſpiracy that follows. 
1 Well, to be plain, if I but thought, the time 
HFad anſwer'd their Affections; all the World 
N Should not perſuade me, but I were a Cuckold! 
Marry, I hope they ha' not got that ſtart ; 
For Opportunity hath balkt 'em yet, 
And ſhall do ſtill, while I have Eyes and Ears 
To attend the Impoſitions of my Heart. 
My Preſence ſhall be as an Iron-bar, 
Twixt the conſpiring Motions of Deſire ; 
Yea, every 5 or Glance, mine Eye ejects, 
Shall check Occaſion, as one doth his Slave, 
When he forgets the Limits of Preſcription. 
Enter Dame Kitely. 

- Dis, Siſter Bridget, pray you fetch down the Roſe- 
water above-in the Cloſet. Sweetheart, will you come lf 
in to Breakfaſt ? i! 

Kite. An' ſhe have over-heard me now ? ! 

Dame. I pray thee, good Muſs, we ſtay for you. ü | 

Kite, By Heav'n I would not for a thouſand Angels. 1 

Dame. What ail you, Sweetheart, are you not well? 
I ſpeak, good Muſs. 

Kite. Troth my Head akes extremely, on a alder, | 

. Dame. Oh, he Lord! i 
5 Kite. How now ? what ? 15 | 
Dame. Alas, how it burns? Muſs, keep- you warm, 
d. | good truth it is this new Diſeaſe! there's a Number are 

? | troubled withal! for Love' s ſake, Sweetheart, come in, 
out of the Air. 4 

Kite. How ſimple, and how ſubtle are her Anſwers ? 
A new Diſeaſe, and many troubled with it! 

Why, true; the heard OT the World to nothing. 
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Dame. I pray thee good Sweetheart, come in; the 


Air will do you harm in troth. 


Kite. I'll come to you preſently; "twill away, I hope. 


Dame. Pray Heav'n it do. | [ Exit Dame. 
Kite. A newDiſeaſe? I know not, new or old, 
But it may well be call'd poor Mortals Plague: 
For, like a Peſtilence, it doth infect \ 
The Houſes of the Brain. Firſt, it begins 
Solely to work upon the Phantaſy, 
Filling her Seat with ſuch peſtiferous Air, 
As ſoon corrupts the Judgment; and from thence, 
Sends like Contagion to the Memory; 
Still each to other giving the Infection. 
Which, as a ſubtle Vapor, ſpreads itſelf, 
Confuſedly, through every ſenſive part, 
Till not a Thought, or Motion in the Mind, 
Be free from the black Poiſon of Suſpect, 
Ah, but what Miſery is it to know this? | 
Or, knowing it, to want the Mind's Direction, 
In ſuch Extremes? Well, I will once more ftrive, 
In ſpite of this black Cloud) myſelf to be, 
And ſhake the Fever off, that thus ſhakes me. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Brain- worm, diſquis'd like a Soldier. 


Brain. Slid, I cannot chooſe but laugh to ſee myſelf 
tranſlated thus. Now mult I create an intolerable fort 
of Lies, or my preſent Profeſſion loſes the Grace; and 


_ [Exit. 


More- Fields. 


yet the Lie to a Man of my Coat, 1s as ominous a Fruit . 


as the Fico. O, Sir, it holds for good Polity ever, to 


have that outwardly ; in vileſt Eſtimation, that inwardly is 


moſt dear to us. So much for my borrowed Shape. Well, 
the truth is, my old Maſter intends to follow my young, 


dry foot over Moor-fields, to London this Morning: Now | 


I, knowing of this Hunting- match, or rather Conſpiracy, 


and to inſinuate with my young Maſter (for ſo muſt we 
that are Blue-waiters, and Men of Hope and Service do) 
have got me afore in this Diſguiſe, determining here to lie 


in Ambuſczde, and intercept him in the mid-way. if I 
can but get his Cloke, his Purſe, his Hat, nay, any thing 


to cut RING off, that is, to ſtay his Journey — Veni, vidi, ici, 


1 
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I may ſay with Captain Cz/ar, T am made for ever, I 
faith. Well, now muſt I practiſe to get the true Garb 


of one of theſe Lance-knights, my Arm here, and my 


—young Mafter! and his Couſin, Mr. Stephen, as I am a 
true counterfeit Man of War, and no Soldier! [ Retires. 
Enter Ed. Kno'well and Mafter Stephen. 
E. Nuo. So, Sir, and how then, Coz. *© 
Step. S'foot, J have loſt my Purſe, I think. 
E. Kno, How? loſt your Purſe ? where? when had you it? 
Step. I cannot tell, ſtay. _ 5 2 8 
Brain. Slid, J am afraid they will know me, would I 


could get by them. 


E. Kno. What? ha' you it? | 

Step. No, I think I was bewitch'd, I — 

E. Kno. Nay, do not weep the Loſs, hang it, let it go. 

Step. Oh, it's here: no, an' it had been loſt, I had 
not car'd, but for a Jet-ring Miſtreſs Mary ſent me. 

E. Kno. A jet-ring? oh the Poſey, the Poſey? 

Step. Fine, i' faith! Though Fancy ſlecp, my Love is deep. 
meaning that though I did not fancy her, yet ſhe loved 
me dearly. 

Z. Nuo. Moſt excellent! 

Step. And then, I ſent her another, and my Poſey was; 
The deeper the Seweeter, I'll be judg d by St. Peter. | 
E. Kno. How, by St. Peter? I do not conceive that. 

Step. Marry, St. Peter, to make up the Metre. 

E. Kno. Well, there the Saint was your good Patron, 
he help'd you at your need: thank him, thank him, 

Brain. I cannot take leave on em ſo; I will venture 
come what will. Gentlemen, pleaſe you change a few 
Crowns, for a very excellent good Blade, here? I am a 
poor Gentleman, a Soldier, one that, in the better ſtate 
of my Fortunes, ſcorn'd ſo mean a-Refuge, but now it is 
the Humour of Neceſſity to have it ſo. You ſeem to be 
Gentlemen, well affected to martial Men, elſe I ſhould 
rather die with Silence, than live with Shame: However 
vouchſafe to remember it is my Want ſpeaks, not myſelf, 
This Condition agrees not with my Spirit—— _ 

E. Kno. Where haſt thou ſerv'd? 1 

Brain. May it pleaſe you, Sir, in all the late Wars of 
Bohemia, Hungaria, Dalmatia, Poland, where not, Sir 2 
I have been a poor Servitor by Sea and Land, any time 


this fourteen Years, and followed the Fortunes of the 


7 beſt 
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beſt Commanders in Chri/endem. I was twice ſhot at the 
taking of Aleppo, once at the Relief of Vienna; I have been N 
at Mar eilles, Naples, and the Aariatick Gulf, a Gentleman- D 
ſlave in the Galleys thrice, where I was moſt dangerouſly | ©: 
_ in the Head, through both the Thighs, and yet, be. A 

thus maim'd, I am void of Maintenance, nothing A 

10 me but my Scars, the noted Marks of my Reſolution, I. 

Step. How will you fell this Rapier, Friend? 

Brain. Generous Sir, I refer it to your own Judgment; Ar 
you are a Gentleman, giye.me what you pleaſe. _ 

Step. True, I am @ Gentleman, I know that Friend: II 
but what though? I pray you ſay, what would you ask? Or 

Brain. I aſſure you, the Blade may become the Side An 
or Thigh of the beſt Prince in Europe. | 

E. Kno. Ay, with a Velvet Scabbard. We 

Step. Nay, and't be mine, it ſhall haye a Velvet Scab- We 
bard, Coz, that's flat: I'd not wear it as 'tis and you Cay 
would give me an Angel. 

Brain. At your Worſhip's Pleaſure, Sir; nay, 'tis a MOV 
moſt pure Toledo. 

Step. I had rather it were a Spaniard! but tell me, 
what ſhall I give you for it? An' it had a ſilver Hilt— 

E. Ko. Come, come, you ſhall not buy it; hold, 
there's a Shilling, Fellow, take thy Rapier. 

Step. Why, but will buy it now, becauſe you fay ſo; 
and there's another Shilling, Fellow, I ſcorn to be out- 
bidden. What, ſhall. I walk with a Cudgel, like Higgin- 
Bottom? and may have a Rapier for Money: 

E. Kuo. You may buy one in the City. 

Step. Tut, Ill buy this 1'the Field, ſo I will; Ihave a mind q 
to t, becauſe'tis a Field Rapier. Tell me your loweſt Price. 

E. * You ſhall not buy it, I ſay. 

Step. By this Money but I will, though I give more 
than 'tis worth. 

E. Kno. Come away, you are a Fool. 

Seip. Friend, I am a Fool, that's granted: but Pll have The 
it for that Word's ſake. Follow me for your Money. 1 2 


Brain. At your Service, Sir. I Ercunt. Theſ 

Enter Kno'well. iy 8 

Kuo. J cannot loſe the Thought, yet, of this Letter Pone 

Sent to my Son: nor leave to admire the Change | el 
Of Manners, and the Breeding of our Youth ut, 

Within the en ſince * was one. Wep 


When he 


- 
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When J was young, he liv'd not in the Stews 
Durſt have conceiv'd a Scorn, and utter'd it, 
On a grey Head: Age was Authority 
Againſt a Buffoon: And a Man had then 
A certain Reverence paid unto his Vears, 
That had none due unto his Life. 
But, now, we all are faln; Youth, from their Fanr; 
And Age, from that which bred it, good Example. 
Nay, would ourſelves were not the firſt, even Parents, 
That did deſtroy the Hopes, in our own Children: 
Or they not learn'd our Vices in their Cradles, 
And ſuck'd in our ill Cuftoms with their Milk. 
Ere all their Teeth be born, or they can ſpeak, 
We make their Palates cunning! The firſt Words 
We form their Tongues with, are licentious jeſts! 
Can it call Whore? cry Baſtard? O, then kils it, 

A witty Child! Can't fwear? The Father's Darling ! 
a Give it two Plumbs. Nay, rather than't ſhall learn 
No bawdy Song, the Mother herſelf will teach it! 

But, this 1s in the Infancy ; 
When it puts on the Breeches 
It will put off all this. Ay, it is like: 
hen it is gone into the Bone already. 
No, no: This Die goes deeper than the Coat, 
Or Shirt, or Skin. It ſtains unto the Liver | 
\nd Heart, in ſome. And rather than it ſhould not, 
Note, what we Fathers do! Look how we live! 
hat Miſtreſſes we keep! at what Expence, 
And teach em all bad Ways to buy Affliction! 
e. Well, I thank Heaven, I never yet was he, 
hat travell'd with my Son before Sixteen, 
re To ſhew him the Yexetian Courtezans, 
Not read the Grammer of Cheating, I had made 
To my ſharp Boy at Twelve: repeating ſtill 
ve The Rule, Ger Money; fill, Get Money, Boy; 
No., matter by avhot means. 
1. Theſe are the Trade of Fathers, now! however, 
ly Son, I hope, hath met within my Threſhold 
one of theſe houſhold Precedents; which are ſtrong, 
End ſwift, to rape Youth to their Precipice. | 
ut, let the Houſe at home be ne'er ſo clean 
wept, or kept Sweet from Filth: 
nen he will live abroad with his Companions, 
8B qa: In 
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In Dung, and Brothels; it is worth a Fear. 
Nor is the Danger of Converſing leſs 
Than all that J have mention'd of Example. 
Enter Brain- worm. 
Brain. My Maſter? nay faith, have at you: I am 
fleſh'd now, I have ſped fo well. Worſhipful Sir,! 

beſeech you, reſpe& the State of a poor Soldier; Lam 
aſham'd of this baſe courſe of Life (God's my Comfort) 
but Extremity provokes me to't: what Remedy? 

Kno. 1 have not for you now. 

Brain. By the Faith I bear unto Truth, Gentleman, 
it 15 no ordinary Cuſtom in me, but only to preſerve Man. 
hood. I proteſt to you, a Man I have been, a Man! 
may be by your ſweet Bounty. 

Nuo. Prythee, good Friend, be ſatisfied. 

Brain. Good Sir, by that hand, you may do the Part 
of a kind Gentleman, in lending a poor Soldier the Price 
of two Cans of Beer, a Matter of ſmall Value, the King 
of Heaven ſhall pay you, and I ſhall reſt Shank: {wee 
Worſhip— 

Kao. N ay, an' you be ſo importunate 

Brain. Oh, tender Sir, Need will have his Courſe: | 
was not made to this vile Uſe! Well, the Edge of the 
Enemy could not have abated me ſo much: ¶ He aweeps.] 
It's hard, when a Man hath ſerved in his Prince's Cauſe 
and be thus—Honourable Worſhip, let me derive a ſmall 
Piece of Silver from you, it ſhall not be given in the courk 
of Time; by this good Ground, I was fain to pawn m 
Rapier laſt Night for a poor Supper; I had ſuck'd thi 
Hilts long before, I am a Pagan elſe : ſweet Honour, 

Ko. Believe me, I am taken with ſome Wander, 

To think a Fellow of thy outward Preſence 
Should, in the Frame and Faſhion of his Mind, 
Be ſo degenerate, and ſordid-baſe! 
Art thou a Man? and ſham'ſt thou not to beg? 
To practiſe ſuch a ſervile kind of Life? 

Why, were thy Education ne'er ſo mean, 
Having thy Limbs, a thouſand fairer Courſes 
Offer themſelves to thy Election. | 

Either the Wars might {till ſupply thy Wants, 
Or Service of ſome yirtuous Gentleman, 
Or honeſt Labour: Nay, what can I name 
But would become thee better than to beg? 


=, 2 — 
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But Men of thy Condition feed on Slot, 
As doth the Beetle on the Dung ſhe breeds in, 

Not caring how the Metal of your Minds 

Is eaten with the Ruſt of Idleneſs. 


*Now, afore me, whate'er he be that ſhould 


Relieve a Perſon of thy » 
While thou inſiſts in this looſe deſperate Courſe, 
I would eſteem the fin not thine, but his. HR = 
Brain. Faith, Sir, I would gladly find ſome other 
Courſe, if ſo | 5 | 
Ko. Ay, you'ld gladly find it, but you will not ſeek it. 
Brain. Alas! Sir, where ſhould a Man ſeek? in the 
Wars, there's no Aſcent by Deſert in theſe Days, but— 


and for Service, would it were as ſoon purchas'd as wiſh'd 


for (the Air's my Comfort) I know what I would ſay— 
Kno. What's thy Name? 
Brain. Pleaſe you, Fitz-Sword, Sir. 

Luo. Fitz-Scõvord? ; 


Say, that a man ſhould entertain thee now, 
Woul'ſt thou be honeſt, humble, juſt, and true? 


Brain. Sir, by the Place and Honour of a Soldier 

Kno. Nay, nay, I like not thoſe affected Oaths; 
Speak plainly, Man: What think'ft thou of my Words? 
Brain. Nothing, Sir, but wiſh my Fortunes were as 
happy, as my Service ſhould be honeſt, <4 

Kno. Well, follow me; I'll prove thee, if thy Deeds 
Will carry a Proportion to thy Words. 

Brain. Yes, Sir, ſtraight; I'll but garter my Hoſe. 
Oh that my Belly were hoop'd now, tor I am ready to 
burſt with Laughing! Never was Bottle or Bag-pipe ful- 
ler. S'lid! Was there ever ſeen a Fox in Years to betray 
himſelf thus? Now ſhall I be poſſeſs'd of all his Coun- 
ſels; and by that Conduit, my young Maſter. Well, he 
is reſolv'd to prove my Honeſty; faith and I am reſolved 
to prove his Patience: Oh, I ſhall abuſe him intolerably. 


This ſmall piece of Service will bring him clean out of 


Love with the Soldier for ever. . He will never come 
within the Sight of a red Coat or a Musket-reſt again. 
It's no matter, let the World think me a bad Coun- 
terfeit, if I cannot give him the flip at an Inſtant: Why, 
this is better than to have ſtaid his Journey! Well, 111 
follow him: Oh! how I long to be employed! [Exit. 
| B 4 A 3: 
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Aer u SCENE I. 


STOCKSMARKET. :- 


Enter Matthew, Well-bred, and Bobadil. 


Hat. YES, faith, Sir; we were at your Lodging te 
| ſeek you too. | | 

Fell. Oh, I came not there to-night. 
Bob. Your Brother delivered us as much. 

Mell. Who? my Brother Down-right? | 

Bob. He. Mr. Well-bred, I know not in what kind 
"= hold me; but let me ſay to you this: As ſure as 
Jonour, I efteem it ſo much out of the Sun-ſhine of 
Reputation to throw the leaſt Beam of Reguard upon ſuch 
2 


Well. Sir, J muſt hear no ill Words of my Brother. 

Bob. I proteſt to you, as I have a thing to be ſav'd 
about me, I never ſaw any Gentleman-like Part- 
0 0 Good Captain [Faces about] to ſome other Diſ- 
courie. | E 
Bob, With your Leave, Sir, an' there were no more 
Mien living upon the Face of the Earth, I ſhould not 
fancy him, by St. George. 985 0 
Mat. Troth, nor I; he is of a ruſtical Cut, I know 
not how: he doth not carry himſelf like a Gentleman of 
Faſhion | | 

Well. Oh, Mr. Matthew, that's a Grace peculiar but 
to a few, quos equus amavit Jupiter. 

Mat. I underſtand yon, Sir. 

Enter T. Kno'well and Stephen. 

Mell. No Queſtion you do, or you do not, Sir. Ned 
Kno'well by my Soul, welcome! How doſt thou, ſweet 
Spirit, my Genius? 'Slid! I ſhall love Appollo, and the 
mad Theſpian Girls the better while I live, for this, my 
dear Fury: Now I ſee there's ſome Love in thee ! Sir- 
rah, theſe be the Two I writ to thee of: Nay, what 
a drowſy Humour is this now? Why doſt thou not 
ſpeak? 
E. Ko. Oh, you are a fine Gallant, you ſent me a 
rare Letter. KS: 


Welt. 
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Well. Why, was't not rear? 1 RO 
E. Kue. Yes, I'll be ſworn, I was ne'er guilty of 
reading the like; match it in all P/;ny's Epiſtles, and I'll 
have my Judgment burn'd in the Ear for a Rogue: 
make much of thy Vein, for it is inimitable. But 1 
marvel what Camel it was that had the carriage of it? for 
doubtleſs, he was no ordinary Beaſt that brought it! 

Well. Why ? 

E. Kro. Why, ſayeſt thou? why doſt thou think that 
any reaſonable Creature, eſpecially in the Morning (the 
{ſober time of the Day too) cauld have miſta'en my Fa- 
ther for me? - 6 1 5 

Fell. 'Slid, you jeſt, I hope. | 

E. Kno. Indeed, the beſt uſe we can turn it to, is to 
make a Jeſt on't now: but I'll aſſure you, my Father 
had the full view o' your flouriſhing Style, before I ſaw it. 

Mell. What a dull Slave was this? But, Sirrah, what 
ſaid he to it, i'faith ? He ER 2 

E. Kno. Nay, I know not what he ſaid: but I have 
a ſhrewd Gueſs what he thought. 

Mell. What? what? 

E. Nuo. Marry, that thou art ſome ſtrange diftolute 
young Fellow, and I a grain or two better, tor Keeping 
thee Company. 

Well. Tut, that Thought is hl:e the Moon in her laſt 
Quarter, *twill change ſhortly: but, Sirrah, I pray thee 
be acquainted with my two Hangbys here; thou wilt 
take exceeding pleaſure in 'em if thou heareſt 'em once 
go: my Wind-Inſtruments. I'Il wind 'em up but 
what ſtrange piece of Silence is this? the Sign of the 

Dumb Man ? | 
E. Nuo. Oh, Sir, a Kinſman of mine, one that may 
make your Muſick the fuller, an' he pleaſe, he has. his 
Humour, Sir. | : 
Mell. Oh, what is't? what is't ? 

E. Kno. Nay, Ill neither do your Judgment nor his 
Folly that Wrong, as to prepare your Apprehenſion: I'll 
leave him to the mercy o' your Search, if you can take 
him, ſo. | | | Mn 

Mell. Well, Captain Bobadil, Mr. Matthew, pray you 
know this Gentleman here; he is a Friend of mine, and 
one that will deſerve your Affection, I know not your 
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Name, Sir, but I ſhall be glad of any Occaſion, to ren- 
'der me more familiar to you. | = 

Step. My Name is Mr. Stephen, Sir; I am this Gen- 
tleman's own Couſin, Sir; his Father is mine Uncle, 
Sir ; I am ſomewhat melancholy, but you ſhall command 
me, Sir, in whatſoever is incident to a Gentleman. 

Bob. Sir, I muſt tell you this, I am no general Man, 
but for Mr. Vell. bred's ſake (you may embrace it at what 
heighth of Favour you pleaſe) I do communicate with 
you: and conceive you to be a Gentleman of ſome Parts; 
1 love few Words. Orig 
E. Kino. And I fewer, Sir. I have ſcarce enow to 

thank you. : 
Mat. But are you indeed, Sir, ſo given to it? 
_ [Zo Mr. Stephen. 

Step. Ay, truly, Sir, I am mightily given to melancholy. 

Mat. Oh, it's your only fine Humour, Sir; your true 
Melancholy breeds your perfect fine Wit, Sir: I am me- 
lancholy myſelf divers times, Sir; and then do I no 
more but take Pen and Paper preſently, and overflow 
you half a ſcore or a dozen of Sonnets, at a fitting. 
Step. Couſin, is it well? am I melancholy enough? 

E. Ko. Oh, ay, excellent! | | | 

Well. Captain Bobadil, why muſe you ſo? 

E. Kao. He is melancholy too. 

Bob. Faith, Sir, I was thinking of a moſt honourable 
Piece of Service was perform'd to-morrow, being St. 
HMarks's Day, ſhall be ſome ten Years now. 

E. Ko. In what Place, Captain! 

Bob. Why, at the beleag ring of Strigonium, where, i 
leſs than two Hours, ſeven hundred reſolute Gentlemen, 
as any were in Europe, loſt their Lives upon the Breach. 
I'll tell you, Gentlemen, it was the Firſt, but the beft 
Leagure, that ever I beheld with theſe Eyes, except 
the taking in of: what do you call it, laſt Year, by 
the Genoeſe; but that (of all other) was the moſt fatal 
and dangerous Exploit, that ever I was ranged in, fince 
I firſt bore Arms before the face of the Enemy, as I am 
a Gentleman and Soldier. 15 6 
Step. So, 1 had as lief as an Angel, I could ſwear as 
well as that Gentleman! 

E. Nuo. Then you were a Servitor at both it ſeems; 
aut Strigonium? and what do you call't ? Bob. 


I ſpying his Intendment, diſcharg'd my Petrionel in his 
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Bob. Oh Lord, Sir! by St. George, I was the firſt Man 
that enter'd the Breach : and, had I not affected it with 
Fr ng I had been flain, if I had had a million of 
Lives. 

E. Kno. "Twas pity you had not ten; a Cat's, and | 
your own, i' faith. But, was it poſſible! LSD | 

Mat. Pray you, mark this Diſcourſe, Sir. 1 

Step. So I do. ; | 

Bob. I affure you, upon my Reputation, tis true, and 
yourſelf ſhall confeſs. _ : 

FE. Ko. You muſt bring me to the Rack firſt. 

Bob. Obſerve me judicially, ſweet Sir; they had plant - 
ed me three Demi-culverings, juſt in the mouth of the 
Breach: now, Sir, as we were to give on, their Maſter 
Gunner (a Man of no mean Skill and Mark, you muſt 
think) confronts me with his Linſtock, ready to give fire: 


Boſom, and with theſe ſingle Arms, my poor Rapier, 
ran violently upon the Moors, that guarded the Ordnance, 
and put 'em all pell-mell to the Sword. | 

Mell. To the Sword? to the Rapier, Captain? 

E. Kno. Oh, it was a good Figure obſerv'd, Sir? but 
did you all this, Captain, without hurting your Blade? 
Bob. Without any impeach o' the Earth: you ſhall 
perceive, Sir. It is the moſt fortunate Weapon, that 
ever rid on poor Gentleman's Thigh: ſhall I tell you, 
Sir? you talk of Morglay, Excalibur, Durindana, or ſo? 
tut, I lend no credit to that is fabled of 'em, I know 
the virtue of mine own, and therefore I dare the boldliex 
maintain it. 

Step. J marvel whether it be a Toledo, or no? 

Bob. A molt perfect Toledo, J aſſure you, Sir. 

Step. T have a Countryman of his here. _ 

Mat. Pray you, let's ſee, Sir: yes, faith, it is! 

Bob. This a Toledo? puſh. 

Step. Why do you piſh, Captain? 4 
Bob. A Fleming, by Heaven; I'll buy them for 2 
Gilder a piece, an' I would have a thouſand of them. 

E. Kno. How ſay you, Couſin ? I told you thus much. 

Fell. Where bought you it, Mr. Stephen? | 
Step. Of a ſcurvy Rogue Soldier (a hundred of Lics } 
go with him) he ſwore it was a Toledo. 1 
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Bob. A poor provant Rapier, no better, 
Mat. Maſs, I think it be, indeed! now I look on't- better. 
E Ko. Nay, the longer you look ont, the worſe. 
Put it up, put it up. 
Step. Well, I will put it up, but by—— (LI ha, forgot 
the Captain's Oath, I thought to have Groen by it) an 
e er I meet him 
Well. O, it is paſt help now, Sir, you muſt have patience. 
Step. Whorſon cony-catching Raſcal ! { I could eat the 
very hilts for Anger! 
E. Kno. A ſign of good digeſtion! you have an Oſt- 
rich Stomach, Couſin. 
— Step. A Stomach? I would I had him here, you ſhould 
fee an' I had a Stomach. 
NMWoell. It's better as tis: come, Gentlemen, ſhall we go? 
Enter Brain-worm. 
F. Kno, A Miracle, Couſin, look here! look here! 
Step. Oh, god'slid, by your leave, do you know me, wal 
Brain. Ay, Sir, I know you by ſight. 
Step. You fold me a Rapier, did you not? 
Brain. Yes, marry, did I, Sir. 
Step. You ſaid it was a Toledo, ha? 
Brain. True, I did ſo. 
Step. Pot, it is none? 
2 ain. No, Sir, I confeſs, it is none. 
Do you. confefs it! es arg bear witneſs, 
Kc 2 confeſt it. By God's will, and you had not con- 
feſt it— 
E. Rio. Oh, Confin, forbear, forbear. 
Step. Nay, I have done, Couſin. 
«I. Why, you have done like a Gentleman; he has 
confeſt it, what would you more? | 
Step. Yet, by his Leave, he is a Raſcal, under his 
Favour, do you ſee? 


ZE. Kio. Ay, by his Leave, he is, and under Pri 2 


a pretty piece of Civility ! Sirrah, how doſt thou like him! 
ell. Oh, it's a moſt precious Fool, make much on 
him: I can compare him to nothing more happily, chan 
2 Drum; for every one may play upon him. 

E. Kno. No, no, a Child's Whiſtle were far the fitter. 
' Brain. Sir, ſhall I intreat a Word with you? 

E. Kno. With me, Sir ? you have not another Toleds 


10 fell, ha' you? 


Brain, 


Vt 
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Brain. Vou are conceited, Sir, your Name is Mr. 
Kno'avell, as I take it? 97 
E. Nuo. You are i' the right: you mean not to proceed 
in the Catechiſm, do you? NT 
Brain. No, Sir, I am none of that Coat. 
E. Kno. Of as bare a Coat, though? well, ſay, Sir. 
Brain, Faith, Sir, I am but Servant to the Drum ex- 
traordinary, and indeed (this ſmoky Varniſh being waſht 
off, and three or four Patches remov'd) I appear your 
Worſhip's in reverſion, after the deceaſe of your good 
Father; Brain-aworm. | ITED Th Ink 
E. Kno. Brain-worm! slight, what Breath of a Con- 
jurer hath blown thee hither in this Shape! 
Brain. The Breath o' your Letter, Sir, this Morning: 
the ſame that blew yon to the Wind mill, and your 
Father after you. 1 
E. Kno. My Father? 1 | 
© Brain, Nay, never ſtart, tis true, he has followed _ 
7 over the Fields, by the Foot, as you would do a 
are 1' the Snow. 8 . 
E. Nuo. Sirrah, Vell bred, what ſhall we do, Sirrah? 
my Father is come over, after me. 
Well. Thy Father? where is he? 
Brain. At Juſtice Clements Houſe here, in Coleman- 
fireet, where he but ſtays my return; and then— 
Well. Who's this? Brain-aborm? | 
Brain. The ſame, Sir. e 
Well. Why how, i' the name of Wit, com'ſt thou tranſ- 
muted thus? _ | 
Brain. Faith, a Device, a Device: nay, for the lov 
of Reaſon, Gentlemen, and avoiding the Danger, ſtand 
not here, with-draw, and [I'll tell you all. | 
E. Kno. Come, Cruſin. | [Exeunt, 


SCENE III. The Ware-bouſe. 
Enter Kitely, and Caſh. 
Kite. What ſays he, Thomas? Did you ſpeak with him? 
Caſo. He will expect you, Sir, within this half Hour, 
Kite. Has he the Money ready, can you tell ? 
Caſo. Yes, Sir, the Money was brought in, laſt Night. 
Kite, O, that's well: fetch me my Cloke, my Cloke, 
Stay, let me ſee, an Hour, to go and come ; ; 
* Y. 
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Ay, that will be the leaſt: and then 'twill be 
An Hour before I can diſpatch with him; 
Or very near: well, I will ſay two Hours. 
Two Hours? ha? things, never dream't of yet, 
May be contriv'd, ay, and effected too, 
In two Hours? abſence: well, I will not go. 
Two Hours; no, fleering Opportunity, 
I will not give your Subtilty that ſcope. 
Who will not judge him worthy to be robb'd 
*That ſets his Doors wide open to a Thief, | 
And ſhews the Felon where his Treaſure lies? 
Again, what earthy Spirit but will attempt 
To taſte the Fruit of Beauty's golden Tree, 
When leaden Sleep ſeals up the Dragon's Eyes? 
I will not go. Buſineſs go by, for once. 
No Beauty, no; you are too too precious 
To be left ſo, without a Guard, or open! 
You muſt be then kept up, cloſe, and well-watch'd ; 
For, give you Opportunity, no Quick-ſand 
Devours, or ſwallows ſwifter! He that lends 
His Wife (if ſhe be fair) or time, or place, 
Compels her to be falſe. I will not go. 
The Dangers are too many. I am reſov'd for that. 
Carry in my Cloke again. Yet, ſtay. Yet, do too. 
Iwill defer going, on all Occaſions. 

Caſb. Sir, Snare, your Scrivener, will be chere with 
the Bonds. | 

Kite. that's true! fool on * I had clean forgot it; 
I muſt go. What's o'clock ? 

Caſb. Exchange time, Sir. 

Kite. Heart then will Well. bred preſently be here too, 
With one or other of his looſe Conſorts. 
I am a Knave, if I know what to ſay, 
What courſe to take, or which way to reſolve. 
My Brain, methinks, is like an Hour-glaſs, 
Wherein my Imaginations run, like Sands, 
Filling up time; but then are turn'd, and turn d 
So, that 1 ite not what to ſtay upon, | 
And lefs, to put in act. It ſhall be ſo. 
Nay, I dare build upon his Secrecy, 
He knows not to deceive me. Thomas? 

Caſh, Sir. 
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Kite. Vet now, I have bethought too, I will not 
Thomas, is Cob within? 


Caſh. I think he be, Sir. 


Kite. But he'll prate too, there's no Speech of him. 
No, there were no Man o' the Earth to Thomas, - 
If I durſt truſt him; there is all the doubt. 
But ſhould he have a Chink in him, I were gone, 
Loft i' my Fame for ever: Talk for th' Exchange. 
The manner he hath ſtood with, till this preſent, 
Doth promiſe no ſuch Change! what ſhould I fear then? 
Well, come what will, I'll tempt my Fortune once. 


Thomas you may deceive me, but I hope 
' Your Love to me is more— 


Caf. Sir, if a Servant's 
Duty, with Faith, may be call'd Love, you are 
More than in hope, you are poſſeſs'd of it. 
Kite. I thank you heartily, Thomas; gi' me your Hand a 
With all my heart, good Thomas. I have, Thomas, 
A Secret to impart unto you but 
When once you have it, I muſt ſeal your Lips up: 
So far I tell you, Thomas, 
Cap. Sir, for that—— | 
Kite. Nay, hear me out. Think, I efteem you, Thomas, 
When 1 will let you in, thus to my private. 
It is a thing fits nearer to my Creſt, 


th | Than thou art aware of, Thomas. If thou ſhould'ſt 
| Reveal it, but—— 


t; Cab. How? I reveal it? 
Kite. Nay, | 
T do not think thou would'ſt; but if thou ſhould” t, 
0, Twere a great Weakneſs. 


Caſh. A great Treachery. 
Give it no * Name. 
Kite. Thou wilt not do't then ? 
Cafe. Sir, if I do, Mankind diſclaim me ever. 
Kite. He will not ſwear, he has ſome Reſervation, 
Some conceal'd Purpoſe, and cloſe Meaning, ſure : 
Elſe (being urged fo much) how ſhould he chooſe, 
But lend an Oath to all this Proteſtation ? 
He's no Fanatick, I have heard him ſwear. 
What ſhould I think of it! urge him again, 
And by ſome other way ? I wall do fo, 


Lite. | Well, 


C 
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Well, Thomas, thou haſt ſworn not to diſcloſe; 
Les, you did ſwear ? 
Cafe. Not yet, Sir, but I will, 
Pleaſe you—— 
Kite. No, Thomas, J dare take thy Word. 
But, if thou wilt ſwear, do, as thou think'ſt good; 
J am reſolv'd without it; at thy pleaſuxe. 
Caſo. By my Soul's ſafety then, Sir, J proteſt, 
My Tongue ſhall ne er take knowledge of a Word, 
Deliver'd me in nature of your Truſt. 
Kite. It's too much, theſe Ceremonies need not; 
I know thy Faith to be as firm as Rock. 
Thomas, come hither, near : we cannot be 
Too private in this Buſineſs. So it is, 
(Now he has ſworn, I dare the ſafelier venture) 
I have of late, by divers Obſervations 
: But, whether his Oath can bind him, there it is. 
I will bethink me, ere I do proceed ;— 
Thomas, it will be now too long to ſtay, 
I'll fpy ſome fitter time ſoon, or to-morrow. 
Cab. Sir, at your pleaſure ? 
Kite, I will think. Give me my Cloke. And, Thomas, 
I pray you ſearch the Books gainſt my Return, 
For the Receipts 'twixt me and Traps. 
Caſh. will, Sir. 
Kite. $row hear you, if your Miſtreſs's Brother, Vell. 
bred. 
Chance to bring hither any Gentlemen, 
Ere I come back let one ſtraight bring me word. 
Gaſot Very well, Sir. 
Kite. To the Exchange ; ; do you hear? 
Or here in Coleman. ffrcet, to Juſtice Clement's. 
Forget it not, nor be out of the way. 
Caſb. I will not, Sir. 
Kite. pray you have a care on't. 
Or whether he come or no, if any other, 
Stranger, or elſe, fail not to ſend me word. 
Cab. I ſhall not, Sir. 
Kite. Be't your ſpecial Buſineſs 
Now to remember it. 
Caſb. Sir, I warrant you. 
Kite. But, Thomas, this is not the Secret, 7 8 


1 told you of, Cafh, 
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eas. No, Sir. I do ſuppoſe it, 

Kite. Believe me, it is not. 
Caſßb. Sir, I do believe you. 

Kite, By Heaven! it is not; that's enough. But, Thomas, 
I would not you ſhould utter it, do you ſee, 

To any Creature living; yet I care not. 

Well, I muſt hence. Thomas, conceive thus much; 

It was a Trial of you when I meant 

So deep a Secret to you, I mean not this, 

But that I have to tell you; this is nothing, this. 

But, Tomas, keep this from my Wife, I charge you, 
Lock'd up in Silence, Midnight, buried here. 220 
No greater Hell than to be Slave to Fear. [ Exit, 

Caſb. Lock'd up in Silence, Midnight, buried here. 
Whence ſhould this Flood of Paſſion, trow, take head? = 
Beit dream no longer of this running Humour, 

For fear I fink! the Violence of the Stream 
Already hath tranſported me ſo far, 
That I can feel no Ground at all! but ſoft, 
Here is Company; now muſt I 
Enter Well- bred, Row: Kno'well, Brain-worm, Bobadil, 
Stephen. 

& Well. Beſhrew me, but it was an abſolute good Jeſt, 
and exceedingly well carried ! 

E. Kno. Ay, and our Ignorance maintain'd it as well, 
did it not? 

1 Well. Yes, faith! but was't poſſible thou ſhould'ſt not 
know him? I forgive Mr. Stephen, for he is Stupidity itſelf! 

E. Ko. "Fore Heav'n! not I. He had ſo writhen him- 
ſelf into the Habit of one of your poor Infantry, your 
decay'd, ruinous, worm-eaten Gentlemen of the Round. 

Well. Why, Brain-worm, who would have thought 
thou hadſt been ſuch an Artificer ? 

E. Kno. An Artificer? An Architect! except a Man 
had ſtudied Begging all his Life-time, and been a Weaver 
of Language from his Infancy, for the Clothing of it! I 
never ſaw his Rival. | 

Well. Where got'ſt thou this Coat, I marvel ? 

Brain. Of a Heown/ditch Man, Sir, One of the Devil's 
near Kinſmen, a Broker. 

Enter Caſh. 

Cab. Francis, Martin! ne'er a one to be found now ? 

What a Spite's this ? ell, 
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Well. How now, Thomas, Is my Brother Kitely within? 
Caſh. No, Sir; my Maſter went forth e en now; but 
Maſter Down-right is within, Cob! what Cob? is he 
gone too; | 151 „ 
Well. Whither went your Maſter? Thomas, canſt thou tell? 
Caſßb. I know not; to Juſtice Clement 8, I think, Sir. Cob. 


| [Iexit. Caſh. 
E. Kno. Juſtice Clement] what's he? £4 
Well. Why, doſt thou not know him? he is a City 
Magiſtrate, a Juſtice here; an excellent good Lawyer, 
and a great Scholar: but the only mad merry old Fellow 
in Europe! I ſhew'd him you the other Day. _ 
E. Kno. Oh, is that he? I remember him now. Good 
faith ! and he has a very ftrange Preſence, methinks ; it 
mews as if he ſtood out of the Rank from other Men. I 
have heard many of his Jeſts i' the Univerſity. They ſay 
| he will commit a Man for taking the Wall of his Horſe. 
Well. Ay, or wearing his Cloke of one Shoulder, or 
ſerving of God: any thing indeed, if it come in the way 


of his Humour. 7 7 PEG ; 
. Were Euter Cal, e@ for. 


Caps. Gaſper, Martin, Cob! Heart! where ſhould they] 
be, trow? # | 


Bob. Maſter Kitely's Man, pr'ythee vouchſafe us the 


Lighting of this Match. 


Caſo. Fire or your Match, no Time but now to vouch- 
ſafe ? Frangs, Cob ! | 1 | 
Bob. Body of me! here's the Remainder of ſeven 
Pound fince Yeſterday was feven-night. Tis your right 
Trinidado ! Did you never take any, Maſter Stephen? 

Step. No, truly, Sir? but I'll learn to take it now, ſince 
you comment it ſo. | „„ 

Bob. Sir, believe me, upon my Relation, for what I 
tell you the World ſhall not reprove. I have been in 
the Iadies, where this Herb grows, where neither mylſelt, 
nor a Dozen Gentlemen more, of my knowledge, have 
received the Tatte of any other Nutriment in the World, 
for the ſpace of one and twenty Weeks, but the Fume 
of this Simple only. Therefore it cannot be but tis 
moſt divine, eſpecially your Trinidad. Your Nicotian 
is good too: I do hold it, and will affirm it before any 
Prince in Europe, to be the moſt ſovereign and 2 

N f ec 


E. Kno. This Speech would have done We in a 


Tobacco-Trader's Mouth! 


Enter Caſh and Cob. 
_ Caſh. At Juſtice Clement's he is, in the middle of Cole: 
man-ſireet. 
Cob. O, oh! 


[Man? 
Bob. Where's the Match I gave thee? Maſter Ktely's 
Co/h. Here it is, Sir. 
Cob. By God's-me ! I marvel what Pleaſure or Felicity 
they have in taking this roguiſh Tobacco! it's good for 


nothing but to choke a Man, and fill kim full of Smoke 


and Embers. 
Bob. beats him wwith a Cudgel, Mat. runs away. 
All. Oh, good Captain! hold, hold ! 
Bob. Vou baſe Scullion, you. 


C24. Come, thou muſt needs be talking too, thou rt 
well enough ſerv'd. 


Cob. Well, it ſhall be a dear Beating, an' I live! 1 


will have Juſtice for this. 


Bob. Do you prate? Do you murmur ? 
[Bob. beats him off. 


E. Kus. Nay, good Captain, will you regard the Hu- 
mour of a Fool ? 


Bob. A whorſon filthy Slave, a Dung worm, an Ex- 


crement] Body o' Cæſar, but that I ſcorn to let forth ſo 


mean a Spirit, Ta have ſtabb'd him to the Earth. 

Well. Marry, the Law forbid, Sir. 

Bob. By Phgaraolbs Foot, I would have done it. ¶ Exit. 

Step. Oh, he ſwears admirably ! By Pharaoh's F ot, 
Body of Caen. I ſhall never do it, ſure; upon mine 
Honour, and by St. George; no, I ha'nt the right Grace: 

Well. But ſoft, where's Mr. Mattheay ? gone! ? 

Brain. No, Sir; they went in here. 

Well. O, let's follow them: Maſter Mattheaw is gone 
to ſalute his Miſtreſs in Verſe. We ſhall have the Hap- 
pineſs to hear ſome of his Poetry now. He never comes 
unfurniſh'd. Brain-worm ? 

Step. Brain-worm? Where! Is this Brain-worm ? 

E. Kio. Ay, Couſin, no Words of it, upon your Gentility. 

Step. Not I, Body of me by this Air, St. George, and 


the Foot of 1 / 


Mell. Rare! your Couſin's Diſcourſe I is ſimply drawn 
out with Oaths. E. 
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Weed that ever the Earth tendered to the Uſe of Man. 
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E. Kao. "Tis larded with em. A kind of French Dreſſing, 


if you love it. Come, let's in. Come, Couſin, [Exeunt. 


S CE N E IV. A Hall in Juſtice Cle- 
ment's Houſe. 


BE Enter Kitely and Cob. 
- Kite. Ha! How many are there, ſay'ft thou? 
Cob. Marry, Sir, your Brother, Maſter Well. bred ——- 
Kite. Tut, beſide (Forge What Strangers are there, Man? 
Cob. Strangers? let me ſee; one, two; maſs, I know 
not well, there are ſo many. 4 
Kite. How | ſo many ? 


Cob. Ay, there's ſome five or fix of them, at : the moſt 


Kite. A Swarm, a Swarm ! 

Spite of the Devil, how they ſting my Head 
With forked Stings, thus wide and abe But, Cob, 
How long haſt thou been coming hither, Cob ? 
Cos. A little while, Sir. 

Kite. Did'ſt thou come running ? 

Cob. No, Sir. 

Kite. Nay, then I am familiar with thy Haſte! 
Bane to my Fortunes : What meant I to marry ? 
I, that before was rank'd in ſuch Content, 

My Mind at reſt too in ſo ſoft a Peace, 

Being free Maſter of mine own free Thoughts, 

And now become a Slave? What, never ſigh ; 

Be of good Cheer, Man, for thou art Cuckold : 
Tis done, tis done ! Nay, when ſuch flowing Store, 
Plenty itſelf, fall's in my Wife's Lap, 

The Cernucopia will be mine, I know. But, Cob, 
What Entertainment had they ? I am ſure 


My Siſter and my Wife would bid them welcome Ha? ? 


C56. Like enough, Sir; yet I heard not a Word of it. 
Kite. No; their Lips were ſeal'd with Kiſſes, and the 
Drown'd in a Flood of Joy at their Arrival, [Voice 
Had loſt her Motion, State, and Faculty. 
Cob, which of them was't that firſt kiſs'd my Wife? 
(My Siſter, I ſhould ſay) my Wife, alas, 
J fear not her: Ha? Who was it, ſay'ſt thou ? 
Cob. By my troth, Sir, will you have the Truth of it? 
Kite. Ay, good Cob, I pray thee heartily. 
Cob. Then I am a Vagabond, and fitter for Ain 
an 


Every Man in bis Humour. 4 


than ypur Worſhip's Company, if I ſaw any body to be 
kiſs'd, unleſs they wou'd have kiſs'd the Poſt | in the 
middle of the Warehouſe; for there I left em all, at 
their Tobacco, with a Pox! 
Kite. How | were they not gone in then, ere thou cam "ſt? 
Cob, O, no, Sir! 
Kite. Spite o the Devil! What do I ſtay here then ? 
Cob, follow me. Exit. 
Cob. Nay, ſoft and fair, I have Eggs on the Spit. 
Now am I for ſome five and fifty Realons hammering, 
hammering Revenge: Nay, an' he had not lain in my 
Houſe 'twould never have griev'd me; but, being my 
Gueſt, one that I'll be ſworn I lov'd and truſted ; and he 
to turn Monſter of Ingratitude, and ſtrike his lawful 
Hoſt! Well, I hope to raiſe up an Hoſt of Fury for't. 
I'll to Juſtice Clement for a Warrant. Strike his lawful 
Hoſt! 1 


ACT Iv. SCENE I 
A Room in Kitely's Houſe. 


Euter Down- right a2 Dame Kitely. 


ELL, Siſter, I tell you true: and you'll 
bad 7 it ſo, in the end, 

Dame. Alas, Brother, what would you have me to 
do? I cannot help it: You ſee my Brother brings 'em in 
here, they are his Friends. 

Down. His Friends? his Fiends ! 'Slud they do no- 
thing but haunt him up and down, like a ſort of unlucky 
Sprites, and tempt him to all manner of Villany, that 
can be thought of. Well, by this Light, a little thing 
would make me play the Devil with tome of em; and 
*twere not more for your Huſband's ſake, than any thing 
elie, I'd make the Houſe to hot for the bet on 'em: 
they ſhould ſay, and ſwear, Hell were broken looſe ere 
they went hence. But, by God's Will, tis no Body's 
fault but yours; for an' you had done, as you might 
have done, they ſhould have been parboil'd and bak d 
too, every Mother's Son, ere they ſhould ha' come in 
e' er a one of em. 

Dame. God's my Life! did you ever hear the Ike? 
What a ſtrange Man is this! Could I keep out all has, 

thi 


Down. 
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think you? I ſhould: put myſelf againſt half a Dozen 
Men, ſhould I? Good faith, you'd mad the patient'ſt 
Body in the World to hear you talk ſo, without any Senſe 


or Reaſon! | 
Enter Mrs. Bridget, Mr. Matthew, Well-bred, Stephen, 
Ed. Kno'well, Bobadil, and Caſh. H 
Bridg. Servant, in troth, you are too prodigal 
Of you Wit's Treaſure, thus to pour it forth, | th 
Upon ſo mean a Subject as my Worth. 
Mat. You ſay well, Miſtreſs; and I mean as well. ye 
| Down. Hay-Day, here is ſtuffl | ar 


Well. O, now ſtand cloſe: Pray Heav'n ſhe can get Sc 
Him to read ; heſhoulddo it of his own natural Impudency. | 
Bridg. Servant, what 1s this ſame, I pray you? 
Mat. Marry, an Elegy, an Elegy, an odd Toy 
II read it if you pleaſe. Ni 
Bridg. Pray you do, Servant. I] 
Dows.-O, here's no-Foppery L Death, I can-endure ä 
the Stocks better. 
E. Kno. What ails thy Brother? can he not bear the no 


reading of a Ballad. WK, Yo 
Well. O, no; a Rhime to him is worſe than Cheeſe, or 14 

a Bagpipe. But, mark, you loſe the Proteſtation. an 
Bob. Maſter Matthew, you abuſe the Expectation of rab 
your Dear Miſtreſs, and her fair Siſter: Fi * while you get 
live, avoid this Prolixity. Jof. 
Mat. I ſhall, Sir. | | 
Rare Creature, let me ſpeak without Offence, Bs 
Would Heaw'n my rude Words had the Influence tou 

To rule thy Thoughts, as thy fair Looks do mine, pie 

Then fhould ft thou be his Priſoner, aubo is thine. 


/ [Maſter Stephen anſwers with ſhaking his Head. II77 
E. Nuo. 'Slight, he ſhakes his Head like a Bottle, to | 
feel an' there be any Brain in at! M1 
Well. Siſter, what ha' you here? Verſes? Pray you, II 
let's ſee. Who made theſe Verſes? they are excellent good. / 

Mat. O, Maſter Well. bred, tis your Diſpoſition to ſay 
ſo, Sir. They were good i ' the an I made em ex- 
tempore this Morning. 

Mell. How, extempores? 

Mat. I would I might be hang'd elſe: Ask Captain 0 
Bobadil. He ſaw me write them at the—{pox on 1 It) the [ 
Star — 

Step. 


Step. @ouſin, how do you like this Gentleman's Verſes? 


E. Kno. O, admirable! the beſt that ever I heard; Coz! 

Step. Body o' Ce/ar! they are admurable! 
The beſt that ever I heard, as I am a Soldier. 

Down. I am vext, I can hold ne'er aBone of me ftill ' 
Heart, I think they mean to build and breed here. 

Mell. Siſter Kitely, I marvel you get you not a Servant 
that can-rhime, and do Tricks too. 


Down. Oh, Monfter! Impudence itſelf, Tricks! Come, 


you might practiſe your Ruffian- tricks ſomewhere elſe, 
and not here, I wuſs: This is no Tavern,. nor PEE 
School, to vent your Exploits'in. 

Well. How now ! whoſe Cow bas calv'd? 


Down, Marry, that has mine, Sir. Nay, Boy, never 
look askance at me for the matter; I'll tell you of it, ay, 


Sir, you and your Companions, mend yourſelves, when. 
I ha' done? 


Well. My Companions ! 


Down. Yes, Sir, your Companions, ſo I ſay, I am 
not afraid of you nor them neither; your Hang-bys here. 


You muſt have your Poets, and your Potlings, your Sol- 
dados and Foolados, to follow you up and down the City, 
and here they muſt come to domineer and ſwagger. Sir- 
rah, you, Ballad-finger, and Slops, your Fellow there, 
get you out; get you home: or, by this Steel, I'll cut 
of y our Ears, and that preſently. 


5 el. Slight, ſtay let's ſee what he dare do: cutoff | 
his Ears! cut a Whetſtone. You are an Aſs, do you ſee; 


touch any Man here, and by this Hand, Tll run my Ra- 
pier to the Hilts in you. 
Down. Yea, that would I fain ſee, Boy. 


[They all draw, and they of the Honſe make out to part them. 


Dame. O jeſu! murder! 7 homas, Gefpar! 
Bridg. Help, help, 7 Zomas. 
E. Nuo. ee forbear, J pray you, 


Bob. Well, Sirrah, yon, #to/ofernes; by my Hand, I 
Jill pink your Fleſh full of Holes with my Rapier, for- 
this; I will, by this good Heav'n: Nay, let him come, 


[Gcatlemen, by the Body. of St. George, Pl not kill him. 


[They offer to fi; ht again, and are e parted, 
Caſo. Hold, hold, good Gentlemen. 


Doren. You whorſon, bragging Coiſtril! 


, 
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Enter Kitely. 95 

Kite. Why, how now ? what's the matter? what's J the 
ſtir here ? 
put up your Weapons, by put off this Rage. 
wy Wife and Siſter, they are Cauſe of this: 
What, 4 homas, where is "this Knave ? 

Caf. Here, Sir. | 

Mell. Come, let's go; this is one of my Brother's anci. 


ent Humours, this. [ Exit, 
Step. Tam glad nobody was hurt by his ancient Humour, 
[ Exit, 


"Wie. Why, how now, Brother, who inforc'd this Braul? 
Down. A {ſort of leud Rake-Hells, that care neither 
for God, nor the Devil: And they muſt come here to 
read Ballads, and Roguery, and Traſh! I'll mar the 
Knot of em ere I ſleep, perhaps; eſpecially Bob there: 
he that's all manner of ſhapes ! and Songs and Sonnets, 
his Fellow. But I'll follow 'em. 
Bridg. Brother, indeed, you are too violent, 
Too uy ary in your Humour: 
There was one a civil Gentleman, 
And very worthily demean'd himſelf. 
Kite. O, that was ſome Love of yours, Sitter. 
Bridge. 'A Love of mine? I would it were no worſe, 
Brother! You'd pay my Portion ſooner than you think 
for. [ Exzt. 
Dame. Indeed, he ſeem'd to be a Gentleman of ex- 
ceeding fair Diſpoſition, and of very excellent good Parts. 
What a Coil and Stir 1s here ? [Exit, 
Kite. Her Love, by Heaven! my Wife's Minion ! 
Fair Diſpoſition, excellent good Parts ! 
Death, theſe Phraſes are intolerable ! 
Well, well, well, well, well, well ! 
It is too plain, too clear: 7 homas, come hither. 
What, are they gone? 
Caſh. Ay, Sir, they went in. 
My Miſtreſs, and your Sifter- 
Kite. Arte any of the Gallants within? 
_ Cafe. No, Sir, they are all gone. 
Kite. Art thou ſure of it? 
Caſb. I can aſſure you, Sir. 
Kite, What Gentleman was that they prais'd ſo, 


Thomas ? 


Cab. One, they call TR Maſter Kno-wwell, a hand- 


[ Exit, 


ſo, 


Every Man in his Humour. To 
Kite, Ay, I thought fo: my mind gave me as much. 
I'll die, but they have hid him i' the Houſe 


Somewhere; I'll go and ſearch: go with me, Thomas. 
Be true to me, and thou ſhalt find me a _— E. 


8 CZ. E N E II. Miao ifs: 


Enter E.Kno-well, Well- bred, and Brain- worm. 
E. Nuo. Well, 1 perform this Buſineſs hap- 
pily, and thou makeſt a purchaſe of my love for ever. 

Well. T' faith, now let thy Spirits uſe their beſt Fa- 
culties ; but at any hand remember the Meſſage to my 
Brother: for there's no other means to ſtart him out of 
his Houſe. 


Brain. I warrant you, Sir, fear nothing: J have a 


nimble Soul has waked all forces of my Phant'ſy by 


this time, and put em in true Motion. What you have _ 
poſſeſt me withal, I'll diſcharge it . amply, Sir. Make 
it no queſtion. e 
Well. Forth, and proſper, Drink ene Faith, Ned 
how doſt thou approve of my Abilities in this Device ? 
E. Kno. Troth, well, howſoever: but it will come 
excellent, if it take. 

Well. Take, Man? why, it cannot chooſe but take, 
if © Circumſtances miſcarry not: but tell me igenu- 
ouſly, doſt thou affect my Siſter Bridger, as thou pretend |? . 

E. Kno. Friend, am I worth belief? 
Mell. Come do not proteſt. In faith, ſhe is a Maid, 
of good Ornament, and much Modeſty : and, except L 
conceiv'd very worthily of her, thou ſhouldſt not have her. 
E. Kno. Nay, that I am afraid will be a queſtion yet, 
whether 1 ſhall have her or no. [ſhalt. 
Mell. Slid, thou ſhalt have her; by this e thou | 
E. Kno. Nay, do not ſwear. 

Mell. By this Hand, thou ſhalt have her: I'll go fetch 
her e Point but where to meet, ang as Tt am an 
honeſt Man, I'II bring her. | 

E. Kno. Hold, hold, be temperate. 
Well. Why, by what ſhall I ſwear by ? thou malt 
have her, as I am 
E. Kno. Pray thee, be at peace, I am ſatisfied : and | 
do believe thou wilt omit no offered Deren bo make 
my Deſires compleat. 
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Hel. Thou ſhalt ſee and know, I will not. Wen 
Enter Formal, aud Kno Well. 19 7 «ann 

Form. Was your Man a Soldier, Sir? 24 

Kue. Ay, a Knave, I took him begging o' the ways | 
This Morning, as I came over Mere-fields ! 

Enter Brain-worm. 
O here he is you have made fair ſpeed, believe me: : 
Where, 1' the name of Sloth, could you be thus 

Brain. Marry, Peace be my comfort, where I Wonzht 
I ſhould have had little comfort of 'y our OR 5 Service: 

Kubo. How ſo? 721 

Brain. O, Sir! your coming to the City, your enter- 
tainment of me, and your ſending me to Re 
all the Circumſtances either of your Charge, or my Em- 
ployment, are as open to your Son, as to yourſelf! 

Ko. How ſhould. that be! unleſs that Villain, Aa 
Have tald him of the Letter, and diſcover d [<vorm, 
All that I ſtrictly charg d him to conceal? tis ſo! 

Brain. I am partly o that faith, tis ſo, indeed. 

+ Kno. But how ſhould he know thee to be my Man? 

Brain. Nay, Sir, I cannot tell; unleſs it be by the 
black Art! Is not your Son a Scholar, Sir? 

Kuo. Yes, but I hope his Soul is not allied - 78 
Unto ſuch, helliſh practice: if it were, 5 
I had juſt cauſe to weep my part in him, 

And — the time of his Creation 
But where didſt thou find them; 1 2 25 

Brain. You ſhould rather aſks, where they ſound me, 
Sir; for. I'll be ſworn I was going along in the Street, 
thinking nothing, when (of a ſudden) a Voice calls, Mr, 
Kno'avell's Man; another cries, Soldier: and thus, half a 
dozen of em, "ill they had call'd me within a Houſe, 
where I no ſooner came, but out flew all their Rapiers 
at my Boſom, with ſome three or fourſcore Oaths to ac- 
company em, and all to tell me; I was a dead Man, if 
I. did not confeſs where you were, and how I was im- 
ployed, and about what; whichj when they could not 
get out of me (as [I proteſt they muſt, have diſſected me, 
and made an Anatomy of nie firſt, and ſo I told 'em) 
they lock'd me up into a Room i' the top of a high 
Houſe, whence, by great Miracle, having a light Heart, 
I ſlid down by a Bottom of . Pacikthread into the Street, 
and ſo ſcap'd. But, Sir, thus much I can aſſure y ou, 


for 


Every Max in his Humour. 54 
for J hard it while I was lock'd up, there were a great 
many rich. Merchants and brave Citizens Wives with 
em àt 4 Feaſt, and your Son, Mr. Edward, withdrew 
with;one of em., and has pointed to meet her anon, at 
one Cob's Houſe, a Water-bearer, that dwells by the 
Wall. Now, there your Worſhip ſhall be ſure to take 
him, for thete.he preys, and fail he will not. 

| Ki) Nor will J fail; to break his Match 1 doubt not. 
Go thou. along with Juſtice Clements Man, 
And ſtay des for me. At one Cob's Houle, ſay'ſt thou? 

Brain. Ay, Sir, there you ſhall have him. [Exit Kno- 
well.] Ves? Inviſible?! Much Wench, or much Son! 
light, when he has ftaid there three or four Hours, 
travelling with the ExpeQation of Wonders, and at 
length be deliver'd of Air: O, the Sport that I ſhould 
then take to look on him, if I durſt! But now I mean 
to appear no more before him in this Shape. IJ have 
another Trick to act 925 Sir, I make you ſtay tome- 
what long. | 

Form. Not a Whit, Sir, 
You have been lately in the Wars, Sir, it ſeems. 
Brain. Marry have I, Sir, to wy Loſs; and Ex pence 
of all, almoſt 

Form. Troth, Sir, I would be glad to beſtow a ! Pottle 
of Wine o' you, if it pleaſe you to accept it 

Brain, O, St—— Pt (0.8 

Form. But to hear the Manner of your Services and 
yota Devices in the Wars, they ſay they be very ſtrange, 
and not like thoſe a Man reads in the Raman Hiſtories, 
or ſees at Mile-Erd. 

Brain. No, J aſſure you, Sir; why, at any ume when 
it pleaſe you, I ſhall be ready to diſcourſe to you all I 
know ; and more too, ſomewhat. | 

Form. No better Time than now, Sir: we'll go to the 
WW indmill, there we ſhall have a Cupof neat Griſt, as we call 
it. J pray you, Sir, let me requeſt you, ta the Pind-mll. 

Brain. I'll follow you, Sir, and make Griſt o' you, if 
I have good Luck. { Excunt, 
Enter Matthew, Ed. Kno'well, Bobadil, and Stephen. 

Mar. Sir, did your Eycs ever tafte the like Clown of 
him, where we were to-day, Mr. Vell bred's half Bro- 
ther ? I think the whole Earth cannot ſhew his Parallel, 
by _w Day-light. 


C 2 E. Kne. 


52 very Man in his Humour. 

E. Kno. We were now f peaking of him: Wen 
Bobadil tells me, he is fall'n cul o' you ͤ too. 

Mat. O, ay, Sir! he threatned me, with the Baſtinado. 

Bob. Ay, but I think I taught you Prevention this 
Morning, "for that—You ſhall kill _ pee * 

tion: if you be ſo generouſly minded. 

Mat. Indeed it is a moſt excellent wick! | 

Bob. O, Fou do not give Spirit enough to your Motion, 
you are too tardy, too heavy! O, it muſt be done like 
Lightning, hey? F 112 [He practi ſes NE IR 
Mat. Rare Captain! 

Bob. Tut, 'tis nothing, an't be not done in a—punts! 

E. Kno. Captain, did you ever prove yourſelf upon 
any of our Maſters of Defence here? 

Mat. O, good Sir! yes, I hope he has. 

Bob. will tell you, Sir. They have aſſaulted me ſome 
three, four, five, ſix of them together, as I have walk'd 
alone in divers Skirts o' the Town, where I have driven 
them before me the whole length of a Street, in the open 
View of all our Gallants, pitying to hurt them, believe 
me. Yet all this Lenity will not o'ercome their Spleen; 
they will be doing with the Piſmire, raifing a Hill, a 
Man may ſpurn abroad with his Foot, at Pleaſure, By 
myſelf I could have ſlain them all, but I delight not in 
Murder. I am loth to bear any other than this Baſti- 
nado for em: yet I hold it good Policy not to go diſarm'd, 
for tho' I be skilful, I may be oppreſs'd with Multitudes. 
E. Nuo. Ay, believe me, may you, Sir; and, in my 
Conceit, our whole Nation ſhould ſuſtain the lofs by ir, 
if it were ſo, 

Bob. Alas, no; what's a peculiar Man, to a Nation? 
not ſeen. : 

E. Kw. O, but your Skill, Sir! 

Bob. Indeed: that might be ſome Loſs; but who re- 
ſpects it? I will tell you, Sir, by the way of Private, 


and under Seal; I am a Gentleman, and live here ob- 
ſcure and to myſelf: but, were I known to her Majeſty, D 
and the Lords ( obſerve me) I would undertake (upon this theſc 
poor Head and Life) for the 2 Benefit of the State, E, 
not only to ſpare the entire Lives of her Subjects in ge- M 
neral, but to ſave the one half, nay, three parts of her | 


| yearly Charge in holding War, and againſt what Enemy 5 


ſocver. And how would I do it, think you? 4 
4 E. Ka, || gone 
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Every Man in his Humour. 53 
F. Ko. Nay, I know not, nor can I conceive. 
Bob. Why thus, Sir. I would ſelect nineteen more to 

myſelf, throughout the Land; Gentlemen they ſhould be, 

of good Spirit, ſtrong, and able Conſtitution ; I would 
chooſe them by an Inſtinct, a Character that I have; and 

I would teach theſe Nineteen the ſpecial Rules, as your 

Punto, your Reverſo, your Stoccata, your Inbroccata, your 

| Paſſada, your Montanto: till they could all play very near, 

| or altogether as well as myſelf. This done, ſay the 

Enemy were forty thouſand ſtrong, we Twenty would 

come into the Field the Tenth of March, or thereabouts ; 

and we would challenge Twenty of the Enemy; they 
could not, in their Honour, refuſe us; well, we would kilt 
them; challenge Twenty more, kill them, Twenty more, 
kill them; Twenty more, kill them too; and thus would 
we kill every Man his Twenty a day, that's twenty Score; 
twenty Score, that's two Hundred ; two Hundred a Day, 
five Days a Thouſand ; forty Thouſand; forty times 
Five, five times Forty, two Hundred Days kills them 
all up by Computation. And this will I venture my 
oor Gentleman-like Carcaſe to perform (provided there 
e no Treaſon; praQtis'd upon us) by fair and diſcreet 
Manhood, that 1s, civilly by the Sword. | 
E. Mio. Why, are you ſo ſure of your Hand, Captain, 
at all times? ; Ao [yon. 
Bob. Tut, never miſs Thruſt, upon my Reputation with 

E. Nuo. I would not ſtand in Down-r:ight's State then, an' 

you meet him, for the Wealth of any one Street in London. 
Bob. Why, Sir, you miſtake me ! if he were here now, 

by this Welkin, I would not draw my Weapon on him! 
let this Gentleman do his Mind; But I will baſtinado 
him, by the bright Sun! wherever I meet him. - 
Mat. Faith, and I'll have a Fling at him, at my Diſtance. 
Enter Down right, walking over the Stage. 
E. Nuo. God's ſo look ye where he is; yonder he goes. 
Dow n. What peeviſh Luck have I, I cannot meet with 
theſe bragging Raſcals? Hob. It's not he, is it? 
E. Kno. Ves, faith; it is he? | 
Mat. I'll be hang'd, then, if that were he. 
E. Kno, I aſſure you that was ne. 
Step. Upon my Reputation, it was he, 75 
Bob. Had I thought it had been he, he muſt not have 
gone ſo: but J can hardly be induc'd to believe it was 
he, yet. | ; ED E. Ko,” 
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Down. O, Phareo/'s Foot! have I form you g 
draw, to your Tools: Draw, Gipſy, or FAI threſh ou 

1 Bob: Gentleman, of Valor, I: do believe in Hive," 
- hear me 8 Jia ng Vd m mer 00RD" 

Donn. Da your! weapon then. fl 02523 b¹ο0t 

Bob. Tall Man, I never thought om it till now; Boy \ 
of me! I had a Warrant of the Peace ſerved on me even 
now, as I came along, b y a eee this Gentle. 
man ſaw it, Mr. Matthew. © 

Doxen. Sdeath, you will not draw, chen? | 

[He beats him, and diſarus him. Matthew rims tony.” 

Bob. Hold, hold, under thy Favour, forbear." 

Down. Prate again, as you" like this, | Wbofs fon 
You'll control the Point, you ? Your Con- 
_— is gone; had he ſaid, he had ſhar'd with you, Sir.” 

a [Exit Downright. 

B. Ko. "Twenty, and kill em twenty,” more, "Kill 
them too. Ha! ha! L 

« Bob. Well, Gentlemen; bar witneſs, 1 Was bound 
to the peace, by this good nne 

FE. Kno; No, faith, it's an ill a Captain; never 


reckon it other: but fay- you were bound 5 the Peace, 


the Law allows you to defend yourſelf: that will "prove 
but a poor Excuſe. & 
Bob, I cannot tell, Sir. I defire good n 
in fair ſort. I never ſuſtain'd the like Diſgrace, by Hea- 
ven: ſure I was fifuck with a Planet thenes, for 1 had 
no power to touch my Weapon. | 

F. Nuo. Ay, like enough, Thave lieard of many chat 
have been beaten under a Planet: go, get you to a Sur- 
geon. lid, an' theſe be your Tricks, your Paſſade's, 
and your Montanto' s, III none of them. 

Bb. I was Planet-ftruck certainly. ef 2 

E. Kro. O, Manners! that this Age mould bring 
forth ſuch Creatures! that Nature ſhould de at leiſure to 
make em! Come, Coz. 

Step. Maſs, I'll ha' this Cloke. 

E. Kro. God's will, 'tis Down-right' "Wake 


Step. Nay, it's mine now; another might have ta) en 
it u as well as I: I'll wear it, ſo I Will. 


* 


Kubo. How, an' be ſee it? he'll challange it, aſ⸗ 
80% 


ſare yourſelf 


% + 


«a. oa. haksn. «a ca 


„ ˙ „ . 0 


meh me! LS g] Lend me thy Arm 


Buy Man in his Humour. 35 


Steb. Ay, but he ſhall not ha t; I'll ſay, I bought it. 45 
F. 1 ps n heed you buy it not too dear, Coz. EI 


5 5 E r b III. 4 Chambers in kitely- e. 


Enter Kirely and Caſh, 


«bits Art thou ſure, Thomas, we have pry'd into alt 
ind every part throughout the Houſe? 'Is there no B= 


{ 


place, or dark Corner has eſcap d our Searches? 


Cafe. Indeed, Sir, none; there's not a Hole or No 
anſearch'd by us, from the upper Loft unto the Cellar. 

Are. They have convey'd him then away, or hid 
him in ſome Privacy of their own—— While we were 
ſearching of the dark Cloſet by my Siſter's Chamber, 
did'ſt thou not think thou heardſt a ruſtling e on the other | 
ſide, and a ſoft tread of Feet! | 

Ca/h. Upon my Truth, I did not, Sir; or if you did, 
it might be only the Vermin in the Wainſeot; ; the 
Houſe is old, and over-run with em , 

- Kite. It is, indeed, Thomas—we mould bane theſe 
Rats doſt =D. underſtand mee will—they ſhall not 
harbour here; I'll cleanſe my Houſe from em, if Fire 
or Poiſon can effect it—F will not be tormented thus 
They Snaw my Brain, and pak in my Heart—L can- 
not bear it. 

Cap. ] do not ad you, Sir! ! ge now, as) is t 
diſturbs you thus ? pray, be compos d theſe ſtarts of Paſſion 
have ſome cauſe, I fear, that touches you more nearly. 

Lite. Sorely, ſorely, Thomas—it cleaves too cloſe to 
ſo, good Caf. 

Ca. You tremble and look pale! let me call Affiftance. 

Kite. Not for ten thouſand Worlds—.—Alas ! alas! 
'tis not in Med'cine to give me Adee here it lies. 

Cao. What, Sir? 

Kite, Why, — nothing, nothing—I am not fick, yet 
more than dead ; I have a burning Fever jn my Mind, 
and long for that, which having, would delrey me. 


Caſb. Believe me, tis your F dreht Impoſition; ſhut 
up your generous Mind from ſuch Intruders—PT'll hazard 
all my growing Favour with vou: I'll ſtake my preſent, 
my future Welfare, that fome baſe whiſpering Knave ay 
(pardon me, Sir,) Nath 7 in the beſt and richelt Soil, 
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ſeeds of rank and evil Nature! O, my Maſter, e ſhould 
they take root - [ Laug bing within. 
Kite. Hark! hark! doſt thou not hear! what think'ſt 
. thou now? are they not Laughing at me?—They are, 
they are? they have deceiv'd the Wittol, and thus 
they triumph in their Infamy—This Aggravation is not 
to be born. [Laughing again. J hark, again! Caſb, do 
thou unſeen ſteal in upon em, and liſten to their wanton 
Conference. 

Cab. I ſhall obey you, tho' againſt my wall [ Exit. 

Kite. Againſt his will? ha! it may be ſo He's 
young, and may be brib'd for them——they've various 
Means to draw the unweary in; if it be ſo, I'm loſt, 
deceiv'd, betray'd, and my Boſom (my full-fraught Bo- 
ſom) is unlock d and open d to Mockery and Laughter ! 
Heaven forbid! He cannot be that Viper; ſting the 
Hand that rais'd and cheriſh'd him! was this Stroke 
added, I ſhou'd be curs'd—But it cannot be—no, it 
cannot be Enter Caſh. 

Cafe. You are muſing, Sir. 


Kite. I- ask your pardon, Case. —ask me not why— 


I have wrong'd you, and am ſorry— tis gone. 
 Cah, If you ſulpet my Fath—— | 
Kite. I do not—fay no more—and for my ſake let it 
die, and be forgotten——Have you ſeen your Nißreſs, 
and heard —whence was that Noiſe? 
Caf. Your Brother Maſter Vell. bred, is with em, and 
1 found em throwing out their Mirth on a very truly 
ridiculous Subject; it is one Formal, as he ſtiles himſelf. 5 
and he appertains (ſo he phraſes it) to Juſtice- Clement, 
and wou'd ſpeak with you. x 
Kite, With me! art thou ſure it is the juſtice's Clerk? 
Where is he ? 
| Enter Brain-worm (as Formal.) p 
Who are you, Friend ? „ +; Fils Cletk. 


Brain, An Appendix to Juſtice Clement, vulgarly call'd 


Kite. What are your Wants with me? 
Brain, None, 
Kite. Do you not want to ſpeak with me ? 
Brain. No but my Maſter does. 

Kite, What are the Jyſtice's Commands? 


Brain, He doth not command, but intreats Maſter 
* to be with him directly, having Matters of ſome. 


moment to communicate unto lin. Kite. 


OJ 
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Kite. What can it be! ſay, I'll be with him inflgntly» 
and if your Legs, Friend, go no faſter thay your I — 
I'ſhall be there before you. | 
Brain. I will. Vale. [Exit. 
Kite. "Tis a precious Fool, indeed I- muſt go forth 
But firſt, come hither, 7 ee have admitted thee 
into the cloſe Receſſes of my Heart, and ſhew'd thee all 
my Frailties, Paſſions, every thing 
Be careful of thy Promiſe, keep good watch: 
Wilt thou be true, my Thomas? | 
Caſo. As Truth's ſelf, Sir 
But be aſſur'd you're heaping Care and Trouble 
Upon a ſandy Baſe ill- plac'd Suſpicion 
Recoils upon yourſelf She s chaſte as comely z 
Believe't ſhe is—Let her not note your Humour ; 
Diſperſe the Gloom upon your Brow, and be 
As clear as her unſullied Honour, __ [theſe 
Kite. I will then, Ca- thou comfort'ſt me T 11 drive 
Fiend-like Fancies from me, and be myſelf again. 
Think'ſt thou ſhe has perceiv'd my Folly ? Twere b 
Happy if ſhe had not— She has not—— _ 4 
They. who know no Evil will ſuſpe& none: 1 4 
Caſb. True, Sir; nor has your Mind a Blemiſh now. 
This Change has gladden'd me Here's my Miſtreſs 
and the reſt, ſettle your Reaſon to accoſt 'em. 
Lite. I will, Caſo, I will 
Ester Well bred, Dame Kitely ſe Bridget. 
Well. What are you plotting, Brother Ktely, 
That thus of late you muſe alone, and bear 
Such weighty Care upon your penfive Brow ? [Laughs, 
Kite. My Care is all for you, good ſneering Brother, 
And well I wiſh you'd take ſome wholſom Counſel, 
And curb your n Humours; truſt me, Brother, 
You were to blame to raiſe Commotions here, 
And hurt the Peace and Order of my Houſe. 
Well. No harm done, Brother, I warrant you, 
Since there is no harm done; Anger coſts 
A Man nothing, and a brave Man! is never 
His own Man till he be angry To keep 
His Valor in Obſcurity, is to keep himſelf, 
As it were, in a Cloke-bag: What's a 
Muſician unleſs he play? What's a brave 
Man unleſs he fight? 5 
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Dame. Ay, but whatharm mighthave comeof it, RY ? 
Mell. What, ſchool' don both ſides! Prithee, Brid, et, fave 
me from the Rod and Lecture. [ Bridg. and Well. retire; 
Kite. With what a decent Modeſty the rates him ! . 
My Heart's at eaſe, and ſhe ſhall ſee it is— 
How art thou, Wife? thou look'| both gay and comely; 
In troth thou doſtI am ſent for out, my Dear, 
But I ſhall ſoon retarn—Indeed, my Life, 
Buſineſs that forces me abroad 080 irkſom, 
I écou'd content me with leſs Gain and Vantage 
To have thee more at home, indeed I cou'd. | 
Dame. Your Doubts, as well as Love, may breed theft 


+-- io 


}' yp — 


Thoughts. 
Kite. That Jar untunes me. K. Afede, 
What doft thou ſay ? doubt thee? - 
I ſhou'd as ſoon Lulpedt myſelf No, no, el 


My Confidence is rooted in thy Merit. 
80 2 and ſettled, that wert thou inclin'd ONS 
To Maſks, to Spor ts, and Balls, where luity Youth f 
Leads up the wanton Dance, and the rais'd Pulfe 
Beats quicker Meaſures, yet I cou'd with Joy, 
With Heart'3'eaſe and Security - not but | 
J had rather thou ſhou'dſt prefer thy home 
And me, to Toys and ſuch like Vanities. 
Dame. But ſure, my Dear, | F 
A Wife may moderately uſe theſe Pleaſures, 5 
Which Numbers, and the Time give Sanction to, 
Without the ſmalleſt Blemiſh on ber Name. 
EUie. And fo ſhe may—And 1 II go with thee, Child, | 
I will indeed I'll lead thee there e 
And be the foremoſt Reveller.—T'll filence © 
The Sneers of Envy, ſtop the Tongue of Slander; 
Nor will T more be pointed at, as e 5 
Diſturb'd with Jealouſy— - , 

Dame. Why, were you ever "TY VF 
Kite. What !—ha ! never, ver be Wi. hat AY 
She ſtabs me home. Aae. 55 r 

No, do not believe it—ſpea low, my Love, 

Thy Brother will o'erhear us No, no, my ber, 

It cou'd not be, it cou'd not be—for—for— © 

What is the time now ?—I ſhall be too late.— * 

No, no, thou may'ſt be ſatisfy li 

There s not the ſmalleſt Spark ee 00 LOOSE WO! 
2 there n " RET? 
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Nor can, nor ever ſtiall be ſo be ſatisfy d- 
Is Cob within there ?—Give me a Kiſs, 47181 
My Dear, thete, there, now we are reconcil'd—- 
I be back immediately) Good- bye, — 1 
Ha! ha! jealous ! I ſhall burſt my Sides with laughing 
Ha! ha! Cob, where are you, Cob? Ha! hal ¶ Exit. 
| [Welltbred and Bridget come forward. 

Mell. What have you done to make your Huſband 
part ſo merry from you? He has of late been little giren 
to Laughter. Sg IIS Edi 
Dame. He laugh d indeed, 1 fomibety without 
Mirth ; his Behaviour is new and ftrange: he is much 

agitated, and has ſome Nun,! in bis TRI, that pw 
zles mine to read it. © 
Mell. "Tis Jealouſy, good Siſter, 110 writ FA largely 
that the blind may read it; have not you perceiv'd it yet? 

Dame, If I have, tis not always prudent that my 
Tongue ſhou'd betray my Eyes, ſo far my Wiſdom nds, 
good Brother, and little more I b6aſt' of—But whac 
makes him ever calling for Cob fo? I wonder how he can 
_ employ him. 

Well. Indeed, Siſter, to aſk bw he employs Cob, is a 
neceſſary Queſtion for you, that are his Wife, and a thin 
not very eaſy for you to be fatisfy'd in— But this, I' 
aſſure you, Cob's Wife is an excellent Baud, Siſter; and 
oftentimes your Huſhand haunts her Houſe ; marry to 
what end, I cannot altogether accuſe him: imagine you 
what you think convenient.” But I have known” fair 
Hides have foul Hearts, ere now, Siſter. a 
Dane. Never ſaid you truer than that, . ſo 
much I can tell you for your Learning. O, ho! is chis 
the Fruit of's Jealouſy ? I thought ſome Game was in 
the Wind, he acted ſo much Tenderneſs but now, but 
| I'll be que with him mas? 

ng 2 Ga 1 Is a 

Fetch your Hat, an with Nl my-Hoo 
and Ty the dark 2 es T1 or ny Hood, I 
could take him there, I'd return him his on, I warrant 
him! I'd fit him for his Jealouſy! Iii. 
Mell. Ha, ha! fo, e en let em go; / this may make 
| Rot anon—What, Brain-worm ? 
| Enter Brain worm. | 
(Brain. I ſaw the Merchant turn the Corner, and "ack | 

ac 1 
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back to tell eu, all goes well; Wind and Tide, my f M 
Maſter. [Man ? Se 
Well. But how gorl thou this Apparel of the Juſtice's 
Brain. Marry, Sir, my proper fine Penman wou' d 
needs beftow the Griſt 0' me at the Viud. null, to hear 
ſome martial Diſcourſe, where I ſo marſhalled him, that mz 
J made him drunk with Admiration : And becauſe too 
much Heat was the Cauſe of his Diſtemper, I ſtript him | 
ſtark naked, as he lay along aſleep, and borrow'd his ſag 
Suit to deliver this counterfeit Meſſage in, leaving a ruſty wh 
Armour, and an old brown Bill, to watch. him till my 
Return; which ſhall be when I have pawn'd his Ap- . 
parel; and ſpent the better Part of the Money, perhaps. He 


Well. Well, thou art a ſucceſsful merry Knave, Brain- F 
worm ; his Abſence will be ſubje& for more Mirth. TI F 
pray thee return to thy young Maſter, and will him to He 
meet me and my Siſter Bridget at the Toxver inſtantly ; Ber 
kor here, tell him, the Houſe is ſo ſtor d with 1 Yo! 
there is no Room for Love to ſtand upright in. MW 4 
muſt get our Fortunes committed to fuk, * Priſon 7 
jay ; and then the Tower, I know no better Air, nor 4 
where the Liberty of the Houſe may do us more preſent F 
Service. Away. [Exit Brain. 4 
Bridge. What, is this the Engine that you told mg of? 
What farther Meaning have you in the Plot? She 
Mell. That you may know, fair Siſter- in- law, Wy Wi. 
happy a thing it is to be fair and beautiful. Hat 
Bridg. That touches not me, Brother. „ 7 
Vell. That's true; that's even the F ault of it; bur, in- her 
33 Beauty ſtands a Woman in no ſtead, unleſs it pro- 1 
cure her Teuching.— Well, there's a dear and well re- Wit 


ſpected Friend of mine, Siſter, ſtands very ſtrongly and I'm 
warthily affected towards you, and hath vow'd to inflame Mo. 
Whole Bone-fires of Zeal at his Heart, in Honour of || Def 
your Perfections. I have already engag'd my Promiſe || But 
to bring you where you ſhall hear him confirm much. | Ane 


more. Ned Kno wel ; is the Man, Siſter. There's no A 
Exception againſt the Party; you are ripe for a Huſband, I far 
and a Minute s Loſs to ſuch an Occaſion is a great N 


Treſpaſs in a wiſe 9 — What ſay you, Siſter? On ] loſe 
my Soul, he loves you. Will you give him the Meeting? is w 

Bridg. Faith, I had very little Confidence in my own B 
N Conflncy Brother, if I durſt nat meet a Man: Vovo this 
| otion 
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Motion of yours ſavours of an old Knight Adventurer's 
Servant, a little too much, methinks. 

Well. What's that, Siſter ? 

Bridg. Marry, of the Go-between. 

Well. No matter if it did; I wou'd be "Ye a one for 
my Friend.,—But ſee, who is return'd to hinder __ 

Enter Kitely. 

Kite. What Villany is this? Calla out on a a falſe Mef- 
ſage! This was ſome Plot; I was not ſent for. . Bridget, 
where's your Siſter? | 

Bridg. I think ſhe be gone forth, Sir. 

Ute. How! is my Wife gone forth ? Whither, for 
Heaven's fake ? | 

Bridg. She's gone abroad with Thomas. 

Kite. nd with Thomas! Oh, that Villain cheats mel 
He hath diſcover'd all unto my Wife ; ; 

Beaſt that I was to truft him, Whither, I pray 
Yon, went ſhe? _ | 
Bridg. I know not, Sir, 3 
Wall F1I tell you, Brother, whither I ſuſpect ſhe's gone. 
Kite. Whithes, ood Brother ? 
Well. To Cob's Hole, I believe; but keep my Counſel. 
Kite. I will, I will. —To Cob's Houſe! Does ſhe haunt 
there ? | 
She's gone on purpoſe now to cuckold me 
With that leud Raſcal, who, to win her Favour, 
1 told her all Why wou' d you let her go? | 
Fell. Becauſe ſhe's not my Wife; if ſhe were, I'd keep 
13 to her Tether. 

Kite. So, ſo; now tis too 1 ſhall go __ 
With my Misfortunes; now they pour in Torrents: 

I'm bruted by my Wife, betray'd by my Servant, 

Mock'd at by my Relations, pointed i by my Neighbours, 
Deſpis'd by myſelf. —There is nothing left now 

But to revenge myſelf firſt, next hang myſelf; 

And then—all my Cares. will be over. [Exit. 

Briag. He ſtorms moſt loudly ; ſure you have gone tao 
far in this. 

Well. Twill all end right, depend upon't. —But let us 
loſe no time; the Coaſt is clear; away, away; the Affair 
is worth it and cries Haſte. 

Bridge. I truſt me to your Guidance, Brother ; and 
0 Forwng for us. [ Exeunt. 
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[ACT V. SCENE I. 
STOCKSMARKE ar, 


Enter Matthew ard Bobadill. £ 
Mat. FWON DER, Captain, what they will ſay of . 
my going away? Ha? 81 

Bob. Why, what ſhould they ſay ? but as of a diſcreet 


Gentleman? quick, wary, reſpectful. of Nature 5 fair 


Mat. Why ſo!” but what can they ſay of your Bexting 1 f 
Bob. A rude Part, a Touch with ſoft W a kind 
of groſs Battery us d, laid on ſtrongly, borne moſt pati- „, 
ently : and that's all. But wherefore do I wake this P 
Remembrance? I was faſcinated, by Jupiter] faſcinated; 
but I will be unwitch'd, and reveng'd by Law. ; 
Mat. Do you hear ? is't not beſt to get a Warrant, and 


have him arreſted, and brought before Juftice Clement ? 8 
Bob. It were not amiſs, would we had it! 
© "Mat. Why, here comes his Man, let's ſpeak to him. 
Bob. Agreed ; do you ſpeak. of 
Enter Brain- worm as Formal. 81 
ene Saveryon; Vir > = l gie 
Brain. With all my Heart; Sir? 


Mat. Sir, there is one Doduk-rig bt hath abus'd this 8 
Gentleman and myſelf, and we Getorinins to make our 
Amends by Law; now, if you would do us the Favour 
to procure a Warrant to bring him before your Maſter, F .. 
you ſhall be yell conſidered of, I aſſure you, Sir. 1s 

Brain. Sir, og know: my Service is my Livin g, ſuch 
Favours as theſe, gotten of my Maſter, is his only Pre- 


| ferment; abt Mere ere, you muſt conſider 115 as s I Lay 


make Benefit of my Place. i 7 
Mat. How is ahi: —_—_— | Ye 
Brain. Faith, Sir, the thing is een an the fe 

Gentleman may be of great Account: yet, be what he 

will, if you will lay me down a brace of Angels in my 

| Hand, vou ſhall have it, otherwiſe not. n 

Mar. How ſhall weido, Captain? he asks a brace of 

Angels, you have no money. | 17 
Bob. Not a Croſs, by Fortune. 1 

Mat. Nor J, as I am a Gentleman, but two Pence 

leſt of my two Shillings in the Morning for Wine and 
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Bob. Pawn? we have none to the value of his Demand. 

Mat. O, yes, I can pawn my Ring here. 

Beb. And Harkee he, ſhall have my truſty 2 too. 
I believe I fall have no ſervice for it to day. 


Mat. Do you hear, Sir? we have no ftore of Money 


at this time, but you mall have good Pawns; look you, 
Sir, I will pledge this Ring, and that Gentleman his Lo- 
lado, becauſe we would have it diſpatch d. 7 

Brain. Lam content, Sir; I will get you the Warrant 
preſently. What's his Name, fay you? Do er 
Mal. Ay; ay; George Downright. 3 

Brain. Well, Gentlemen, I'II procure you this Warrant 
preſently; but wEo will you have to ſerve it? 

Mat. That's true, Captain; that muſt be conſider'd. 

Bob. Body o me, I know not! tis Service of Danger! ! 

Brain. Why, you were beſt et one o' the Vallets o the 
City, a Serjeant, 141 


Mat. Will you, Sir? why, we can with no better. 


Bob. We ill jeave it to you, Sir: [Exrunt'Bob. and Mat. 


Brain. 'This 1s rare! now will I go pawn this Cloke 
of the The Juſtice's Man's at the Broker's for a Varlet's 


Suit, and be che Varlet . and ſo get Money on all 


des. : [Exit, 


The Street before c ob 5 Houſe, 


SCENE u. 
; Enter Kno' well. 


no. 0, eie it Is; 1 have found it now—Hoa, N 
is Within hefe? ; Fib, appears at the Window. 

Tib. 1 am within, 8 ir; what's your pleaſure? | 

Kno. To know Who 1s within beſides yourſelf. 


Tib. Why, Sir, you are no Conſtable, ee ; 
ubt not 


Kro. O, fear you the Conſtable? then I 


you have ſome Gueſts within, deſerve that fear—T' fl | 


fergh lic ſtraight. 97 ib. For Heaven's ſake, Sir— 

| Go to, Os me tell me, is not young Nuo avell here? 
| on "Young 20 ae? I know none ſuch, Sir, 0 
my Honelly. 


Nuo. Wo Honeſty,” Dame! it Ries too lightly from 
you: there is no way, but fetch the Conſtable. 
Tib. The Conſtable! the Man is mad, I think. 
N Enter Caſh, and Dame Kitely. 
85 Heal. who keeps Houle here? 


Ao. O, this is the ele . of my Son. 1 


Na : oc hin. 


nt you one, if you pleaſe, 


— 
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Dame. Tak, T hamas, hard. An be 
Cab. Hoa! good Wife. f ee 

Tib. Why, what's the matter with you? Gol 
Dame. Why, Woman, grieves it you to ope the Door? 

belike, you get ſomething to keep it ſhut. | 

Tib. What mean theſe ack! Ton pray you ? 

Dame. So ſtrange you makeit Isnotmy Huſband here! 
io. Her Huſband! [Afeae, 


Dame. My try'd and faithful Huſband, Maſter Ay: 


' 9b. I hope he needs nat to be try'd here. 
Dame. Com hither, 60 ſee my T urtle coming 
to his haunts; let us retire. [They retire. 


Kno. This muſt be ſome Device to mock me withal, 


Soft—who is this ?—Oh! tis my Son diſguis'd. 
I'll watch him, and furprize him. 
Enter Kitely, muffled in a Cloke. 

Kite. Tis truth, I ſee, there ſhe ſculks. 
| But I will fetch her from her Hold — I will— 
I tremble ſo, I ſcarce have power to do the Juſtice 
Her Infamy demands. 
[4s Kitely goes forward, Dame Kitely and Kno wel lay 

held of him. i 
Ko Havel trapp'd you, Youth? youcan eſcape me now, 
Dime. O, Sir! have I foreſtall'd your honeſt Market ? 

Found our cloſe Walks! you ſtand amazed 
Now, 7 o you? Ah, hide, hide your Face for ſhame ! 
I'faith, I am glad I have found you yet at laſt. 
What is your Jewel, tro? in, come let's ſee her; fetch 
Forth the wanton Dame—If ſhe be fairer 
In any honeſt Judgment, than myſelf, 3 
I'll be Lane with it: but ſhe is change; 
She feeds you Fat, ſhe ſooths your Appetite, 
And you are well. Your Wife, an honeſt Woman, 
Is Meat twice ſod to you, Sir. O, you Treacher ! 
Bio. What mean you, Woman? let go your hold. 

1 ſee the Counterfeit—I am his F ather, and claim him a as 
. * "Wy On: 


Kite. [dicovering himpelf. ] I. am Jour: Cockold, and 


claim my Vengeance, 
Dame. What, do you wrong me, and inſult me too? ? 
Thou faithleſs Man! 
Kite. Out on thy more than Strumpet's Impudence! 
Steal'ſt thou thus to thy Haunts? and have I taken 


* | Thy. Baud, and thee, and thy Companion, mm 


+ „ A ann. _ 


> My hy 
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This hcury- headed Letcher, this old Goat, 1 
Cloſe at your villany, and wouldſt thou ſcuſe it, 
With this ſtale Harlot's Jeſt, accuſing me? 
O, old Incontinent, doſt thou not ſhame 
To have a Mind ſo hot? and to entice, 
And feed the Enticements of a luſtful Woman? 
Dame, Out, I defy the, diſſembling Wretch ! 
Kite. Defy me, Strumpet ? ask thy Pandar here, 
Can he deny it, or that wicked Elder? 
Ano. Why, hear you, Sir— 
Caſb. Maſter, tis in vain to reaſon aide theſe Paſſions 
blind you—T'm griev'd x: ſee 00.908 thus. 
Kite. Tut, tut, never I ſee thro' ev 
Veil you caft upon your Naters but I have 
Done with you, and root you from my Heart for ever. 
For you, Sir, thus I demand my Honour's due; 
Reſolv'd to cool your Luft, or end my Shame. [ Draws. 
Kno. What 8 is this? put up your Sword, and 
undeceive yourſelf— no Arm that e' er pois d Weapon can 
affright me. But I pitty Folly, nor cope with Madneſs. 
te. I will have Proofs—I will—ſo,you good Wife- 
Bawd, Cob's Wife; and you that make your Huſband 
ſuch a Monſter, and you, young Pandar, and old Cuck- 
old-maker, I'll ha' you every one before the Juſtice— 
nay, you ſhall anſwer it; I charge you go, Come forth, 
thou Bawd. [ Goes into the Houſe, and brings out Tib. 


Nuo. Marry, with all my Heart, Sir; I + . | 


INT I do taſte this as a Trick put on me, 
uniſh my impertinent Search ; and juſtly ; 
aud half forgive my Son for the Device. 
Kite. Come, will you go? | 
Dame. Go, to thy ſhame believe it. 


Kite. Tho' Shame and Sorrow both my Heart betide, 
Come on—I muſt, and will be ſatiafy d. 40 l. | 


S C E N E III. STOCK 's- MARKET. | 


Enter Brain- worm. 


Brain. Well, of all my Diſguiſes yet, now am I moſt 
like myſelf; being i in this Serjeant's Gown. A Man of 
my preſent Profeſſion, never counterfeits, till he lays 
hold upon a Debtor, and ſays, he reſts him; for then 
he nn him to all manner of unreſt. A kind a, 

| "gs 
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Kings we are, bearing the diminutive of a Mace made 
like a yaung Artichoke, that always carries Pepper and 
Salt in itſelf. . Well, I know / not what Danger 1 F 
by this Exploit; pray Heaven, I come well off. . 

Euter Bobadil, and Mr. Matthew, &; 

Mat. See, I think, Vonder is the Varlet, by! his 


= Gown. Save you, Friend; are you not here oy e 
4 ment of Juſtice Clement's Man? 7 
i | Brain. Yes, *ant pleaſe you, Sir : he told me two Gen- 
6 4 tlemen had will'd him to procure a Warrant from his 0 
=— Matter (Which 7 haue et my to be ſerv'd on one 
= Down-right. £1 
Mat. It is koneſtly aſking af you both ; ow) ſee. wikeee 
| the Party comes, you muſt arreſt: ſerve; it en him 00 
| quickly, before he be aware 
| Enter My. Stephen in Downright” 5 cli. 
| N Bob. Bear back, Maſter Mattbavx. ö 
+0 Brain. Maſter Down-right; J arreſt your the Queen's D 
i188 Name, and muſt carry you before a Juſtice, by virtue off 
iq 1 this Warrant. MON! 50 
1K Step, Me, Friend? I am no Down-rig be, Dam 35 
4 Maſter Stephen ; you do not ian me, I tell you || Ca 
9 truly: I am in no body's Bonds or Books, I would you 
_ mould know it. A Plague on you heartily, for making 107 
_ me thus afraid before my time. 2 
Aae Brain. Why, now are you deceived, Gentlomants: 18 
_ Bab. He wears ſuch a Cloke, and that deceived us: 
1 But ſee, here a comes, indeed this is he, Officer. 13 
41 | Inter Down. right. * 
In 1 | Deus. Why, ow: now, Signior Gull ! are e you turn d 
i 4] Filcher of late ? come, deliver my Cloke. | 
Ni Step. Your Cloke, Sir! ? 1 W Og it even now, nf 6: 
14 N Market. ö nie 
_  - 2ran. Maſter N 1 hive a Wartant; I mult | 
it] ſerve upon you, procur'd by theſe two Gentlemen. 
= Down. "Eheſe Gentlemen? theſe Raſcals ? 


Down. I obey thee. What muft I do, Officer? 
Brain. Gobetore Maſter Juſtice Clement, to anſwer what Cie 
they can object againſt you, Sir. I will uſe you kindly, Sir 

Mat. Come, let s before, and make the Juſtice, Cap 

_ tain— Exit.“ ; 
Bob. The Varlet s a tall Man, before Head nl ¶Exiiſ ue 


„ T0 5 Doaxvn. 
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Brain. Keepthe Peace, I charge youinher Majeſty Name. a 
4 

e 
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Dows.. Gull, you'll gi'ꝰ me my Cloe?! 
Step. Sir, I bought it, ** 25 9 e 
Doux. Vou Will? 4 | 
Hep. Ay. that L wall. ac hen Dh et 
Down. Officer, there's 15 i ie him. 8 1 
| Brain Maſter Stephen, J muſt arreſt you. 5 
Steps Arreſt me, I ſcorn it. There, take your clot, 


+ 


I'll none ont. 

a Down. Nay, that mall not W your turn, now, Sir. 
|| Officer, III go with thee to the Juſtice's: bring him along 
Sieb Whys is nothere your Cloke; what would you! have? 

Down, I'll ha' you anſwer it, Sir. | 
e Brain. Sir, I'll take your Word; and this Gentleman 8 
n too: for his Appearance. : 

| Down, III KA H Words taken. Bring him e 
Brain. 80, fe, I have made a fair math on't. g 
Sep. Muſt f go??? 2 
Brain. I know no Remedy. Maſter Stephen. we” 
of | Down.” Come along before me, here. I do not leye 
I four han — wok behind. 
m Step. Why, Sir. I. hope-you cannot hang me for ir, 
ou Can he, Fellow? Tire? 
du Brain. I think not, Sir. It is but a whipping matter, 
vg "Step. Why chen let him do his worſt, I amrefolute. [Exe. 


©: E NE IV. 4 Hall in office Cle- 
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us: 0 2 ph ment b Houſe. 7 
Enter  Clemen Kno'well, Kitely, Pane Kitely, Tib Ti 
nde. 1 Oath, Cob, a Sirwants! © | 


| Gem. Nay, but ſtay, ſtay, .give me leave: My . . 
in Sirrah. You, Maſter Kno-avell, 1 you went thither to 
i meet your Son. © | 
nuſt 7 4 Ay, Sir. | W 9 244 
Clem. But who directed you thither ? 
Ke. That did mine own Man, Sir, 1 
me.] Clem. Where is he? at 
Kno. Nay, I know not, now; 1 left "kim with [yew 
what Clerk: And appointed him to lay here for me. . n 5 
Sir. Clem. My Che rk? About what time was this? 


-2P Kin. Marry, between One and Two, as I take it. 
Exit] Clem. And what time cime my Man with the falſe 
Exit. [Meſſage to you, Maſter Kite??? 3 

on Nite. After Cay Z Cen. 
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Clem. Very good; But, Mrs. Kitely, how chancb i it that 
you were at Cob's? ha? 


Dame. An' pleaſe you, Sir, I tell you: My Brother | 
Well-bred told me, that Cob's Houſe was a ſuſpected Place 


Clem. So it appears, methinks: but on. 

Dame. And that my Huſband us'd thither daily. 

Clem. No matter, ſo he us'd himſelf well, Miſtreſs. 

Dame. True, Sir, but you know what grows by ſuch 
Haunts, oftentimes. 

Clem. I ſee rank Fruits of a jealous Brain, Miſtreſs 


Kitely, but did you find your Huſband n in * Fate, 


as you ſuſpected? | 
Kits. I found her there, Hir. D EY 
Clem. Did you ſo? that alters the * | Who gave 


you Knowledge of your Wife's being there? 


Kite. Marry, that did my Brother Well-bred. 


Clem. How, Well-bred firſt tell her? then tell you after? 1 


where is Well-bred ? 
Vite. Gone with my Siſter, Sir, I know not whither. 


Cum. Why, this is a mere Trick, a Device; you are 
2 in this moſt grolly, all! Alas, poor Wench, wert 


ou ſuſpected for 

716. Ves, and't pleaſe you. 

Cem. I ſmell Miſchief here, Plot and Contrivance, 
Maſter Kite. However, if you will ſtep into the next 


Room with your Wife, and think coolly of matters, you'll 


find ſome Trick has been play'd you fear there have 


been Jealouſies on both Parts, and the Wags have been 


merry with you. 


Kite. I begin to feel Tu take your Counſel— Will 


go in, Dame? 
' Dame. Iwill have Juſtice, Mr. Kitely ? 120 Kite. andD. 
Clem. You will be a Woman, Mrs. Kite! 9, mat I ſee— 
How now, what's the matter ? 
Enter Servant. 
Serv. Sir, chere s a Gentleman i'th' De We EY 


deſires to ſpeak with your Worſhip, 


Clem. A Gentleman! what's he? 

| Serv. A Soldier, Sir, he ſays. 

Clem. A Seldier! My Sword, quickly: A Soldier 4051 
with me! Stand by, I will end your matters anon Let 


the Soldier enter, now, Sir, what ha' you to ſay to me ? 


Enter Bobadil, and Matthew. 


Bob. By your Worſhip's Favour— PP 


* 
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Clem, Nay, keep out, Sir, I know not your pretence, | 
you ſend me werd, Sir, you are a Soldier; why, Sir, you 
thall be anſwer'd, here, kere be them have been among 
Soldiers. Sir, your pleaſure. 

Bob. Faith, Sir, ſo it is, this Gentlesind IP myſelf, 
have been moſt uncivilly wrong'd and beaten by one 
Down-right, a courſe Fellow, about the Tewn here, and 
for mine own part, I. proteſt, being a Man in no ſort 
given to this filthy Humour of Quarrelling, he hath 
aſſaulted in the way of my Peace; deſpoil'd me of mine 
Honour; diſarm'd me of my Weapons; and rudely laid 
me along in the open Streets: when I not ſo much as 
once offer'd to reſiſt him. 

Clem. O, God's precious! is this the Soldier! lie there, 
my Sword, 'twill make him ſwoon, I fear; he is not fit 
to look on't, that will put up a Blow. 

Mat. An' tpleaſe your Worſhip, he was bound to the Peace. 

Clem. Why, an' he were, Sir, his Hands were not 
bound, were they? ? 

Serv. There's one of the Varlets of the City, Sir, has 
brought two Gentlemen, here, one upon your Worſhip's 

Clem. My Warrant? [Warrant. 

Serv. Yes, Sir. The Officer ſays, procur'd by theſe two. 

Clem. Bid him, come in. Set by this Picture. What, Mr. 
Down-right! are you brought at Mr. Freſb-avater sSuit here? 

Enter Down-right, Stephen, and Brain-worm. 

Doxwwn. T'faith, Sir. And here's another n at 

Clem. What are you, Sir? [my Suit, 

Step. A Gentleman, Sir? O, Uncle! | 

Clem. Uncle ? who, Maſter Nuo avell? 

Kno. Ay, Sir, this is a wiſe Kinſman of mine. 

Step. God's my Witneſs, Uncle, I am wrong'd here 
monſtrouſly, he charges me with ſtealing of his Cloke, 
and would I might never =, if I did not find it in the 
Street, by chance. (ſere-while. 

Doaun. O, did you find it, now! ? you ſaid you bought it 

Step. And you "Laid I ſtole it; nay, now my Uncle i is 
here, I'll do well enough with you. 

Clem. Well, let this breathe a while ; you, that have 
cauſe to complain there, ſtand forth: Had you my War- 
rant for this Gentleman's Apprehenſion? 

Bob. Ay, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. [you it? 

Clem. Nay, do not ſpeak in Paſſion ſo; Where had 


3 Bob, 
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5 le Of your Clerk, Sir. 5 DIG) N 
Clem. That's well, an' my Clerk can a0 Warrants, 
my Hand not at em! W here i is the Warrant? Offi. I {el 

her have you it ? | Gai © atbiey | 
Brain. No, Sir, your Worſhip $ Man, Maſter Formal, I mc 
bid me do it for theſe n e and he would be my chr 


Diſcharge. in 
Clem. Why, Maſter Devi right, are you f fuck 2Noviod out 
to be ſerv'd, and never fee the ron 1 ot . 
Down. Sir, he did not ſerve it on me. barbie to 


Clem. No, how then? | 1 WOOL | 
Down. Marry, Sir, he came to me, * faid; he 1504 ; 
ſerve it, and he would uſe me- kindly, and o % pri 
Clem. O, God's pity, was it ſo, Sir? he muſt a it? car 
give me a Warrant; J muſt ſerve one too - you 'Knave; I the 
you Slave, you Rogue, do you {ay you muſt, Sirrah? her 
away with . 40 the Jail, Th N 1 a bs rick boy 
your aft, Sir. 313% 91 mii 
Brain. Good Sir, I beſeech you be a o me. my 
Cum. Tell him, he ſhall to the Jail, away with him, I ſay. Jif 1 
Brain. Nay, Sir, if you will commit me, it ſhall be for Wh 
committing more than this: I will not loſe by my Travel 
any grain of my Fame certain. (7 brows off his Diſguiſe. (ng 


Clem. How is this? | all 
Kuo. My Man, Brain-worm! | «Jin t 
Seh. O yes, Uncle, Brizin-worm has been Sith my tot 
Couſin Edward and I all this Day. to 
Clem. I told you all, there was fome Device. AQ 


Brain. Nay, excellent Juſtice, fince I have laid myſelf ( 
thus open to you; now, ſtand ſtrong for me; both with He 
your Sword, and your Balance. tan; 

Clem. Body o' me, a merry Knave ! Give me a Bowl Inot 
of Sack: If he —_ to you, Maſter Kino ell, I TELE for 
your Patience, - ., '\ let 

Brain. That is it I have moſt wenn af; Sir, if you 11 doe 
pardon me only, I'll glory in all the reſt of my Exploits. non 
Luo. Sir, you know I love not to have my Favours 
come hard from me. You have your Pardon; though I 
ſuſpect you ſhrewdly for being of Coundel with my Son y 
againſt me. : 

Brain. Yes, faith, I have, Sir; thou h you ebe me 
doubly this Morning for yourſelf ; ert, as Brain-ewworm ; 
after. as Fizz-Sword. . I was your reform! d Soldier, Sir. 

TWas 
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Twas I fent you to Cob's upon the Errand without End. 

Kno. Is it poſſible] or that thou ſhould'ſt a thy- 
ſelf ſo as I ſhould not 1 hee? 

Brain. O, Sir! this has been the Day X my Meta- 
morphoſis! It is not that Shape alone that I have run 
through to-day. I brought Maſter Xitely a Meſſage too, 
in the Form of Maiter Juſtice's Man here, to draw him 
out o' the way, as well as. your Worſhip ; while Maſter 
Mellabred might make a me of Miſtreſs REPS 
to my young Maſter. NOTE x 

Kno. My Son is nat married, I hoped; 

Brain. Faith, Sir, they are both as ſure as L a 
Prieſt, and. three thouſand Pound, which is her Portion, 
can make 'em : and by this time are ready to beſpeak - 
their wedding Supper at the Mind. mill, exceptfomeFriend 
here prevent em, and invite em home. | 

Clem. Marry that will I, I thank thee for putting me in 
mind on't. Sirrah, go you and fetch em hither 
my Warrant. Neither's Friends have cauſe to be — 
if I know the young Couple aright. , But, I pray thee, 
what haſt thou done with my Man Formal? | 

Brain.. Faith, Sir, after, ſome Ceremony paſt, as niak- 
ing him drunk, firſt with Story. and then with Wine (but 
all in Kindneſs) and ſtriping him to his Shirt; I left him 
in that cool Vein, departed, ſold your Worthip' s Warrant 
to theſe two, pawn'd his Livery for that Varlet's Gown 
to ſerve. it in; and thus have brought myſelf, by my 
Activity, to your Worſhip's Conſidcration.. 

Clem. And I will. conſider thee in a Cup of Sack. 
Here's too thee, which having drank off, this is my Sen- 
tance. Pledge me. Thou haſt done, or aſſiſted to 
nothing, in my Judgement, but deſerves to be pardon d : 
for the Wit o' the Offence. Go into the next Room; 
let Maſter Aitely into this Whimſical Buſineſs, and if he 
does not forgive thee, he has leſs Mirth in him than an 


honeſt Man ought to have. How now ! Who are theſe? 
urs . | 


Enter Ed. Kno'well, Well-bred, and Bridget. 
O, the: young Company. Welcome, welcome. Give 
you Joy. Nay, Mikreſs Bridget, bluſh not; you are not 


ſo freih a Bride, bat the News of it is come hither be- 
me ore you. 'Mafter Zridegroom, I have made your Peace, 
m; five me your Band: fo will J for all the reſt, ere you 


Sir. 


was 


forſake my Roof. hs 755 
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All. We are the more bound to. your Humanjty, 8 Sir. 

Clem. Only theſe two have ſo little of Re in 'em, 
they are no part of my Care. 

Step. And what thall Ido? 

Clem. O! I had loſt a Sheep, an' he not bleated. 
Why, Sir, you ſhall give Mr. Down-right his Cloke: 
and I will intreat him to take it. A Trencher and a 
Napkin you ſhall have in the Buttery, and keep Cob and 


his Wife Company here; whom I will intreat firſt to be 


reconcil'd; and you to endeavour with your Wit to keep 
'em fo. Step. I'll do my beſt. 
Clem. Call Mafter Kitely and his Wife, there. 
Enter Mr. Kitely and Dame Kitely. 
Did I not tell you there was a Plot againſt 4M Did I 
not {mell it out, as a wiſe Magiſtrate ought? Have not 
you trac'd, have not you found it, Eh! Maſter Ately? 

Kite. I have.—lI confeſs my Folly, and own I have 
deſerv'd what I have ſuffer'd for it. The Trial has been 
ſevere, but it is paſt. All I have to ask now, is, that as 
my Folly is cur'd, and my Perſecutors forgiven, my 
Shame may be forgotten. : 

Clem. That will depend upon yourſelf, Maſter x. tely; 
do not you yourſelf create the Food for Miſchief, and the 
Miſchievous will not prey upon you.—But come, let a 
general Reconciliation go round, and let all Diſcon- 
tents be laid aſide.— Vou, Mr. Downright, put off your 
Anger.—You, Maſter Ko'wve/}, your Cares. — And do 
you, Maſter X:tely and your Wife, put off your Jealouſies. 

Kite. Sir, thus they go from me, kiſs me, my Wife. 
See, what a drove of Horns fly in the Air, | 
Wing d with my cleanſed, and my creduJous Breath! 
Watch 'em, ſuſpicious Eyes, watch where they fall. 
See, ſee! on Heads, that think they've none at all! 
©, what a plenteous World of this will come, 

When Air rains Horns, all may be ſure of ſome! 

Clem. "Tis well, tis well! This Night we'll dedicate to 
F riendſhip, Love, and Laughter. Maſter Bridegroom q 
take your Bride, and lead; every one a Fellow. Here is 
my Miſtreſs — Brain-wotm! to whom all my Addreſſes 
of Courtſhip ſhall have their Reference : Whole Adven- 
tures this Day, when our M 1 ſhall hear to 
be made a Fable, I doyf N 2 Ne 
Spectators and oy Tf EBX:YP 
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